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5 born it be dangerous to raiſe too great an ex- 
pectation, eſpecially in works of this nature, where 
we are to pleaſe an unſatiable audience; yet 'tis rea- 
ſonable to prepoſſeſs them in favour of an author, and 
there fore both the Prologue and Epilogue inform'd you 
that Oedipus was the moll celebrated piece of all anti- 
quity : that Sophocles, not only the greateſt wit, but 
one of the greateſt men in Athens, made it for the ſtage 
at the public coſt, and that it had the reputation of be- 
mg his maſter-piece, not only amongſt the ſeven of his 

which are ſtill remaining, but of the greater number 
| which are periſhed. Ariſtotle has more than once ad- 
mir'd it in his book of Poetry; Horace has mention'd 
it: Lucullus, Julius Cæſar, and other noble Romans, 
have written on the ſame ſubject, though their poems 
are wholly loſt ; but Seneca's is ſtil] preſerv'd. In our 
own age, Corneille has attempted it, and, it appears by 
his preface, with great ſucceſs : but a judicious reader 
will eaſily obſerve, how much the copy is inferior to the 
original. He tells you himſelf, that he owes a great 
part of his ſucceſs to the happy epiſode of Theſeus and 
Dirce; which is the ſame thing as if we ihould ac- 
| knowledge, that we were indebted for our good fortune 
to the underplot of Adraſtus, Eurydice, and Creon. 
The truth is, he miſerably faiPd in the character of his 

hero: if he deſir'd that Oedipus ſhould be pitied, he 
ſhould have made him a better man. He e that 
Sophocles had taken care to ſhew him in his firſt en- 
trance, a juſt, a merciful, a ſucceſsful, a religious prince, 
and, in ſhort, a father of his country : inſtead of theſe, 
| he has drawn him ſuſpicious, deſigning, more anxious 


of keeping the Theban crown, than ſolicitous for the 


ſafety of his people; hector'd by Thefeus, contemn'd 


by Dirce, and ſcarce maintaining a ſecond ' part in his 


own tragedy. This was an error in the firſt concoction; 
and therefore never to be mended in the ſecond or the 
third: he introduced a greater hero than Oedipus him— 
elf : for when Theſeus was once there, that companion 
of Hercules muſt yield to none: the poet was obliged 
'o furnith him with buſineſs, to make him an equipage 
luitable to his dignity, and by following him too Hofe, 
iv loſe his other King of Brentford in the crowd. Se- 
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neca, on the other ſide, as if there were no ſuch thing 
as nature to be minded in a play, is always running 
after pompous expreſſion, pointed ſentences, and philo- 
ſophical notions, more proper for the ſtudy than the 
ſtage. The Frenchman followed a wrong ſcent ; and 
the Roman was abſolutely at cold hunting. All we 
cou'd gather out of Corneille was, that an epiſode muſt 
be, but not his way: and Seneca ſupplied us with no 
new hint, but only a relation which he makes of his 
Tireſias raiſing the ghoſt of Laius, which is here per- 
formed in view of the audience, the rites and ceremo- 
nies ſo far his, as he agreed with antiquity, and the 
religion of the Greeks; but he himſelf was beholden 
to Homer's Tireſias in the Odyſſes for ſome of them; 
and the reſt have been collected from Heliodore's Æthio- 
piques, and Lucan's Erictho. Sophocles, indeed, is ad. 
mirable every where,. and therefore we have followed 
him as cloſe as poſſibly we could; but the Athenian 
theatre (whether more perfect than ours is not now 
diſputed) had a perfection differing from ours. You 
ſee there in every act a ſingle ſcene, (or two at moſt), 
which manage the buſineſs of. the play, and after that 
ſucceeds the Chorus, which commonly takes up more 
time in ſinging, than there has been employed in ſpeak- 
ing. The principal perſon appears almoſt conſtantly 
through the play; but the inferior parts ſeldom above 
once in the whole tragedy. The conduct of our itage 
is much more diflicult ; where we are obliged never to 
loſe any conſiderable character which we have once 
preſented, Cuſtom likewiſe has obtain'd, that we muſt 
form an under-plot of ſecond perſons, which muſt be 
depending on the firſt, and their by-walks muſt be like 
thole in a labyrinth, which all of 'em lead into the 
great parterre : or like ſo many ſeveral lodging cham- 
bers, which have their out-lets into the ſame gallery, 
Perhaps, after all, if we could think ſo, the ancient 
method, as 'tis the eaſieſt, is alſo the moſt natural, and 
the beſt : for variety, as 'tis manag'd, is too often ſub- 
je to breed diſtraction; and while we would pleale 
too many ways, for want of art in the conduct, we 
pleaſe in none. But we have given you more already 
than was neceſſary for a preface, and, for ought we 
know, may gain no more by our inſtructions, than that 
politic nation is like to do, who have taught their ene- 
mies to fight ſo long, that at laſt they are in a condition 
to invade them, 
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PROLOG U E. 


HE N Athens all ile Greeian fate did guide, 
And Greece gave laws to all the world beſide, 
Then Sophocles with Socrates did et, 
Supreme in wiſdom one, and one in uit: 
And wit from wiſdom differ*d not in thoſe, 
But as *twas ſung in verſe, or ſaid in preſe. 
Then Oedipus, on crowded theatres, 
Drew all admiring eyes and lil wing ears: 
The pleas'd ſpectator ſhouted every line, 
The noble ſt, maulieſi, and the beſt deſign ! 
And every critic of each leernet age, 
By this juſt model has reforni'd the ſlave. 
Now, ſhould it fail, (as Heav'n avert gur fear ) 
Damn it in filence, left the world ſhould bear. 
For were it known this poem did net pleaſe, 
You might ſet up for perfeft ſavages : 
Your neighbours uchld not loc ł on v, as men, 
But thisk the nation all turn'd Pitts again. 
Faith, as you manage matters, tis not fit 
You ſpould ſuſpet yourſelves of too much wit. 
Drive not the jeſt too far, but ſpare ibis piece, 
find, for this once, be not more wiſe than Greece. 
See twice ! Do not pell-mell to damning fall, 
Like true-born Britons, who ne er think at all: 
Pray be advis'd; and thaugh at Mons you won, 
On pointed cannon do not always run, 
With ſome reſpect to ancient wit proceed, 
You take the four firſt counctls for your creed, 
But, when you lay tradition wholly by, | ? 
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And on the private ſpirit alone rely, 
You turn fanatics in your poetry. 


| If, notwithſtanding all that we can ſay, Wi 
35 You needs will have your pen worths of the play, 5 
bes And come reſolv'd to damn, becauſe you pay: 
We 2 . 
that Record it, in memorial of the fact, 
ne- The firſt play bury'd ſince the wollen aft, 
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The curtain riſes to a plaintive tune, repreſenting 
the preſent condition of Thebes ; dead bodies ap- 
pear at a diflance in the ſtreets ; ſome faintly ge 
over the ſlage, others drop. 


Enter ALCANDER, DIOCLES, and PYRACHON, 


ALCANDER-. 
ETHINKsS we ſtand on ruins ; Nature ſhakes 
M About us; and the univerſal frame 

So looſe, that it but wants another puſh 
To leap from off its hinges. 

Dio. No fun to chear us; but a bloody globe 
That rowls above; a bald and beamleſs fire: 
His face o'ergrown with ſcurf: the ſun's ſick too; 
Shortly he'll be an earth. 

Pyr. Therefore the ſeaſons 
Ly all confus'd ; and, by the heav'ns neglected, 
Forget themſelves : blind Winter meets the Summer 
In his mid-way, and, feeing not his livery, 
Has driv'n him headlong back: and the raw damps 

With flaggy wings fly heavily about, 

Scattering their peſtilential colds and rheums 
Through all the lazy air, 

Alc. Hence murrains follow'd 
On bleating flocks, and on the lowing 1 - 
At laſt, the malady 
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Grew more domeſtic, and the faithful dog 
Dy'd at his maſter's feet. 
Dioc. And next, his maſter : 
For all thoſe plagues which earth and air had brooded, 
Firſt on inferior creatures try'd their force ; 
And laſt they ſeiz'd on man, 
Pyr. And then a thouſand deaths at once advanc'd, 
And every dart took place; all was fo ſudden, 
That ſcarce a firſt man fell; one but began 
To wonder, and ſtraight fell a wonder too; 
A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying friend, 
Drop'd in the pious act. Heard you that groan ? 
[ Groan within, 
Dioc. A troop of ghoſts rook flight together there : 
Now Death's grown riotous, and will play ne more 
For fingle ſtakes, but families and tribes : 
How are we ſure we breathe not now eur laſt, 
And that, next minute, 
Our bodies caſt into ſome common pit, 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 
By half a people ? 
Alc. There's a chain of cauſes 
Link'd to effects; invincible neceſſity, 
That whate'er is, could not but. ſo have been; 
That's my ſecurity. 


To them enter CREON. 


Cre. So had it need, when all our ſtreets ly coverd 
With dead and dying men; 
And earth expoſes bodies on the pavements 
More than ſhe hides in graves! 
Betwixt the bride and bridegroom have I ſeen 
The nuptial torch do common. offices 
Of marriage and of death, 
Dioc. Now, Oedipus, 
(If he return from war, our other plague) 
Will ſcarce find half he left to grace his triumphs. 
Pyr. A feeble Pzan will be ſung before him. 


Alc. He would do well to bring the wives and children 


Of conquer'd Argians, to renew his Thebes, 
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Act I. GE 0 1 Þ JU ©, 9 
Cre. May funerals meet him at the city gates, 
With their deteſted omen. 
Dioc. Of his children. | 78 
Cre. Nay, though ſhe be my ſiſter, of his wife. 
Alc. O that our Thebes might once again behold 
à monarch Theban born! 
Dioc. We might have had one; 
Pyr. Yes, had the people pleas'd. 
Cre, Come, you're my friends : 
The Queen my ſiſter, after Laĩus' death, 
Fear'd to ly ſingle; and ſupply'd his place 
With a young ſucceſſor. 
Dioc. He much reſembles 
Her former huſband too, 
Alc. I always thought ſo, 
Pyr. When twenty winters more have prizzPd his 
black locks, 
He will be very Laius, 
Cre. So he will: 
Mean-time ſhe ſtands provided of a Laius 
More young and vigorous too, by twenty ſprings, 
Theſe women are ſuch cunning purveyors! 
Mark where their appetites have once been pleas'd, 
The ſame reſemblance in a younger lover 
Lies brooding in their fancies the ſame pleaſures, 
And urges their remembrance to deſire. 
Dio. Had merit, not her dotage, been conſider'd, 
Then Creon had been king; but Oedipus, 
A ſtranger ! 
Cre. That word, ſtranger, I confeſs, 
Sounds harſhly in my ears. 
Dioc, We are your creatures. 
The people prone, as in all general ills, 
To ſudden change; the King in wars abroad, 
The Queen a woman weak and unregarded; 
Eurydice the daughter of dead Laius, 
A princeſs young and beauteous, and unmarried. 
Methinks from theſe disjointed propoſitions 
Something might be produc'd, 
Cre, The gods have done 
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Their part, by ſending this commodious plague, 
But oh the Princeſs ! her hard heart is ſhut 
By adamantine locks againſt my love. 
Alc. Your claim to her is ſtrong : you are betroth'q, 
Pyr. True; in her nonage. 
Dioc. IT heard the Prince of Argos, young Adraſtus, 
When he was hoſtage here 
Cre. Oh name him not! the bane of all my hopes; 
That hot-brain'd, head-long warrior, has the charms 
Of youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky raſhneſs, 
To pleaſe a woman yet more fool than he. 
That thoughtleſs ſex is caught by outward form, 
And empty noiſe, and loves itſelf in man, 
Alc. But ſince the war broke out about our frontiers, 
He's now a foe to Thebes. 
Cre. But is not ſo to her. See, ſhe appears; 
Once more T'll prove my fortune: you inſinuate 
Kind thoughts of me into the multitude; 
Lay load upon the court; gull 'em with freedom; 
And you ſhall ſee 'em toſs their tails, and gad 
As if the breeze had ſtung %em, 


Dioc. We'll about it. [ Exeunt Alc, Dioc, and Pyr. 


Enter EURYDICE. 


Cre. Hail, royal maid; thou bright Eurydice ! 
A laviſh planet reign'd when thou wert born; 
And made thee of ſuch kindred-mold to Heav'n, 
Thou ſeem'ſt more Heav'n's than ours. 

Eur. Caſt round your eyes; 
Where late the ſtreets were ſo thick ſown with men, 
Like Cadmus? brood, they juſtled for the paſſage: 
Now look for thoſe erected heads, and ſee em 
Like pebbles paving all our public ways: 
When you have thought on this, then anſwer me, 
If theſe be hours of courtſhip, 

Cre. Yes, they are: 
For when the Gods deſtroy ſo faſt, tis time- 
We ſhould renew the race. 

Eur. What, in the midſt of horror? 

Cre. Why not then ? 
There's the more need of comfort, 


FF 


Sf Þp IM». TGA > = - 


 Þ..& - K - $- -$=-y 


vr, 


Eur. Impious Creon ! 

Cre. Unjuſt Eurydice! canyou accuſe me 
Of love, which is Heav'n's precept, and not fear 
That vengeance which you lay purſues our crimes, 
Should reach your perjuries ? | 

Eur. Still th? old argument. 
bad you caſt your eyes on other men, 
Now caſt *em on yourſelf, Think what you are. 

Cre, A man. 

Eur. A man! 

Cre, Why, doubt you I'm a man ? 

Eur, Tis well you tell me ſo, I ſhould miſtake you 
For any other part o'th' whole creation, 
Rather than think you man ; hence from my fight, 
Thou poiſon to my eyes. 

Cre, Twas you firſt poiſon'd mine; and yet methinks 
My face and perſon ſhould not make you ſport, 

Eur. You force me, by your importunities, 
To ſhew you what you are, 

Cre. A prince who loves you : 


| And, ſince your pride provokes me, worth your love, 


Ev'n at its higheſt value. 
Eur. Love from thee! 
Why love renounc'd thee ere thou ſaw'ſt the light? 
Nature herſelf ſtarted back when thou wert born, 
And cry'd, the work's not mine 
The midwife ſtood aghaſt : and when ſhe ſaw 
Thy mountain back, and thy diſtorted legs, 
Thy face itſelf, 
Half-minted with the royal ſtamp of man, 
And half o'ercome with beaſt, ſtood doubting long 
Whoſe right in thee were more ; 
And knew not, if to burn thee in the flames 
Were not the hoher work. 
Cre. Am I to blame, if Nature threw my body 
In ſo perverſe a mould? yet when ſhe caft 
Her envious hand upon my ſupple joints, 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled em 
On heaps in their dark lodging, to revenge 
Her bungled work the ftampt my mind more fair; 
And as from chaos, huddled and deform'd, 
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The god ſtrook fire, and lighted up the lamps 

That beautify the ſky, ſo he inform'd 

This ill-ſhap'd body with a daring ſoul, 

And making leſs than man, he made me more. 
Eur. No; thou art all one error; ſoul and body, 

The firſt young trial of ſome unſkilbd pow'r, 

Rude in the making art, and ape of Jove. 

Thy crooked mind within hunch'd out thy back, 


Fr 


And wander'd in thy limbs. To thy own kind 1 
Make love, if thou can'ſt find it in the world, 0 
And ſeek not from our ſex to raiſe an offspring, B 
Which, mingled with the reſt, would tempt the Cod, y 
To cut off human kind. * 


Cre. No; let 'em leave | 
The Argian Prince for you: that enemy 
Of Thebes has made you falſe, and break = vows 1 
You made to me. C 
Eur, They were my mother's yows, 1 
Made when I was at nurſe. 


Cre. But hear me, maid : T 
This blot of nature, this deform'd, loath'd Creon, 6 
Is maſter of a ſword, to reach the blood Bu 
Of your young minion, ſpoil the gods? fine work, T 
And ſtab you in his heart. T 
Eur. This when thou doſt, | 
/- Then mayſt thou ſtill be curs'd with loving me: 
And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd ; H 
And let his ghoſt—No, let his ghoſt have reſt ; Tt 
But let the greateſt, fierceſt, fouleſt fury, ; 
Let Creon haunt himſelf. 0 [Exit Eur, 
Cre. Tis true, I am | f 
„What ſhe has told me, an offence to ſight: dec 
My body opens inward to my ſoul, En 
And lets in day to make my vices ſeen 
By all diſcerning eyes but the blind vulgar. ( 
I muſt make haſte ere Oedipus return, Pra 
To ſnatch the crown and her; for I ſtill love; 3 Ane 
But love with malice. As an hungry cut Ane 


Snarls while he feeds, ſo will I ſeize and ſtanch 
The hunger of my love on this proud . 
And leave the ſcraps for ſlaves. 


Act J. MD 1 Pp: V1 12 
Enter TIRESIAS, leaning on a ſtaff, and led by his 
Daughter Ma N TO. 

What makes this blind prophet ic fool abroad! 
Wou'd his Apollo had him, he's too holy 
For earth and me; I'll ſhun his walk, and ſeek 
My popular friends. [Exit Creon, 
Tir. A little farther ; yet a little farther, 
Thou wretched daughter of a dark old man, 
Conduct my weary ſteps : and thou who ſeeſt 
For me and for thyſelf, beware thou tread not 
With impious ſteps upon dead corps. Now (tay : 
Methinks I draw more open, vital air, 
Where are we? 
Man. Under covert of a wall: 
The molt frequented once, and noiſy part 
Of Thebes : now midnight ſilence reigns ev'n here 
nd graſs untroden ſprings beneath our feet. 
Tir, If there be nigh this place a ſunny bank, 
There let me reſt a while, A ſunny bank! 
Alas! how can it be, where no ſun ſhines ! 
But a dim winking taper in the ſkies, 
That nods, and ſcarce holds up his drowzy head 
To glimmer through the dainps ! 
[4 noife within. Follow, follow, follow! A Creor, 
A Creon, A Creon ! 
Hark ! a tumultuous noiſe, and Creon's name 
Thrice echo'd. 
Man. Fly ; the tempeſt drives this way. 
Tir. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their flight? 
If I conld fly, what cou'd I ſuffer worſe, 
Secure of greater ills! ¶ Noiſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon ! 


Enter CREON, DIOCLES, ALCANDER, PYRACMON j 
follow'd by the crowd. 

Cre. I thank ye, countrymen ; but muſt refufe 
The honours you intend me; they're too great; 
ind I am too unworthy think again, 
And make a better choice. 

1 Cir, Think twice! I ne'er thought twice in all mp 
life : that's double work, 

Vor. V. B 


Eur. 
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2 Cit. My firſt word is always my ſecond ; and there. 
fore I'll have no ſecond word : and therefore once again 
I. ſay, A Creon. 

All. A Creon, A Creon, A Creon! 

Cre. Yet hear me, fellow citizens. 

Dioc. Fellow citizens! there was a word of kindneſs ! 

Alc. When did Oedipus ſalute you by that familiar 

name ? 

1 Cit, Never, never; he was too proud. 

Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a ſtranger : 
But under him our Thebes is half deſtroyed. 

Forbid it Heav'n the reſidue ſhould periſh 
Under a Theban born. 
*Tis true, the gods might ſend this plague among yon, 
Becauſe a ſtranger rul'd: but what of that? 
Can I redreſs it now-? 
2 Cit. Yes, you or none. 
Tis certain that the gods are angry with us, 


Becauſe he reigns. | * 
Cre. Oedipus may return: you may be ruin'd. F 
1 Cit. Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruined already, 1 
2 Cit. Half of us that are here preſent, were living U 


men but yeſterday, and we that are abſent do but drop 1 
and drop, and no man knows whether he be dead or 
living. And therefore while we are ſound and well, let m 
us ſatisfy- our conſciences, and make a new king. be 
3 Cir. Ha! if we were but worthy to ſee another 
coronation, and then if we muſt die, we'll go merrily W Y 


together, 1 H. 
All. To the queſtion, to the queſtion. An 
Dioc. Are you content, Creon ſhould be your king! W By 
All. A Creon, a Creon, a Creon! If 
Tir. Hear me, ye Thebans, and thou Creon, bear me. : 
t Cit. Who's that would be heard? we'll hear no if 

man: we can ſcarce hear one another, ( 
Tir, I charge you by the gods to hear me. 1 
2 Cit. Oh, "tis Apollo's prieſt, we muſt hear him; 'u WW Th 

mne old blind prophet, that ſees all things. For 


5 Cit. He comes from the gods too, and they are To 
our betters; and in good manners we muſt hear bim. 
'Spca'c, prophet, 
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2 Cit, For coming from the gods that's no great 
matter, they can all ſay that; but he's a great (cholai; 
ha can make almanacks, and he were put to't, and 
therefore I ſay hear him. D 

Tir, When angry Heav'n ſcatters its plagues among you, 
Is it for nought, ye Thebans ! are the gods 
Unjuſt in pumithing? are there no crimes 
Which pull this vengeance down ? 

1 Cit. Ves, yes, no doubt there are ſome fins ſtirring, 
that are the cauſe of all, 

3 Cit. Ves, there are ſins, or we ſhould have no taxes. 

2 Cit, For my part I can ſpeak it with a ſafe con- 
ſcience, I ne'er ſinn'd in all my life. 

1 Cit, Nor J. 

3 Ciit, Nor I. | 5 

2 Cit, Then we are all juſtified, the fin lyes not at 

our doors. 

Tir, All juftified alike, and yet all guilty ;- 

Were every man's falſe. dealing brought to light, 

His envy, malice, lying, perjuries, 

His weights and meaſures, th' other man's extortions, 
With what face could you tell offended Heav'n, 

You had not ſinn'd? 

2 Cit. Nay, if theſe be ſins, the caſe is alter'd : for 
my, part I never thought any thing but murder had 
been a ſin, 

Tir, And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than nothing, 
You add rebellion to 'em, impious Thebans ! 

Have you not ſworn before the gods to ſerve 
And to obey this Oedipus, your king 


| By public voice elected? anſwer me, 


If this be true ! 

2 Cit. This is true; but it's a hard world, neighbours;; 
if a man's oath mult be his maſter. 

Cre. Speak, Diocles; all goes wrong. 

Dioc. How are you traitors, countrymen of Thebes > 
This holy ſire, whe-preſſes-you with oaths, 
Forgets your firſt; were you not ſworn before 
To Laius and his bleod ? 

All, We were; we were. 

B 2 
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Dioc. While Laius has a lawful ſucceſſor, 
Your firſt oath ſtill muſt bind: Eurydice 
Is heir to Laius; let her marry Creon : | 
Otfended Heav'n will never be appeas'd * 
While Oedipus polutes the throne of Laius, 

A ſtranger to his blood. 

All. We'll no Oedipus, ng Oedipus, 

1 Cit. He puts the prophet in a mouſe-hole, 

2 Cit. 1 knew it would be ſo; the laſt man ever ſpealy 
the beſt reaſon, 

Tir. Can benefits thus die, ungrate ful Thebans ! 
Remember yet, when after Lajus? death, 

The monſter Sphinx laid your rich country waſte, 
Your vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring oxen flew 
Yourſelves for fear mew'd up within your walls, 
She, taller than your gates, o'erlook'd your town; 
But when ſhe rais'd her bulk to ſail above you, 
She drove the air around her like a whirlwind, 
And ſhaded all beneath; till ſtooping down, 
She clapp'd her leathern wing againſt your tow'rs, 
And thruſt out her long necks ev'n to your doors. 

Dioc. Mie. Pyr. We'll hear no more, 

Tir, You durſt not meet in temples 
T' invoke the gods for aid; the proudeſt he 
Who leads you now, then cow'rd, like a dar'd lark: 
This Creon ſhook for fear, 
The blood of Lains cruddled in his veins, 
' Till Oedipus arriv'd. 
CalPd by his own high courage and the gods, 
Himſelf to you a god: ye offer'd him 
Your queen and crown; (but what was then your crown!) 
And Heav'n authoris'd it by his ſuccels ; 
8peak then, who is your lawful king! ? 

All. Tis Oedipus. 

Tir. Tis Oedipus indeed: your king more lawful 
Than yet you dream: for ſomething ſtill there lyes 
In Heav'n's dark volume, which I read thro? mitts ; 
'Tis great, prodigious; 'tis a dreadful birth 
Of wondrous fate; and now, juſt now diſcloſing. 

1 ſee, I fee! how terrible it dawns ; 
And my ſoul fickens with it, 
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1 Cit. How the god ſhakes him! 

Tir, He comes! he comes! victory] conqueſt | triumph! 
put, oh! guiltleſs and guilty: murder! parricide ! 
Inceſt ! giſcovery ! puniſhment—tis ended, . 

And all your ſufferings o'er, 


A trumpet within, Enter H&M ON. 


Hem. Rouze up, you Thebans tune your Io Pzans !' 
Your king returns ; the Argians are o'ercome ; 

Their warlike prince in ſingle combat taken, 
And led in bands by godlike Oedipus. 

All. Oedipus, Oedipus, Oedipus ! 

Cre. Furies confound his fortune [ A/ides 
Haſte, all haſte, [To 1% m. 
And meet with bleſſings our victorious King; 

Decree proceſſions; bid new holidays; 

Crown all the ſtatues of our gods with garlands; 

And raiſe a brazen column, thus inſcrib'd, 

To Oedipus, now twice a conqueror : .deliverer of his 
Thebes. 

Truſt me, 1 weep” for joy to ſee this day. 

Tir. Yes, Heav'n knows: why thou weep'ſt :—Go,. 

countrymen, - 

And, as you uſe to ſupplicate your gods 

do meet your king with bays, and olive-branches : 

Bow down, and touch bis knees, and beg from him 

An end. of all your woes; for only he 

Can give it you. [Ex. Tir. the people following. 


Tuter OEDIPUS in trinmph; ADRASTUS priſoner ;. 
Dy mas, Train. 
Cre. All hail, great Oedipus !' 
jou mighty Conqueror, hail! welcome to Thebes : 
o thy own Thebes ; to all that's left of Thebes ; 
For half thy citizens are ſwept away, 
nd wanting. for thy triumphs :. 
ind we, the happy remnant, only live- 
o welcome thee, and die. 
Vedip, Thus pleaſure. never comes ſincere to man; 
ut lent by Heav'n upon hard uſury ; 
B.3 


Expect from me; the reſt let her ſupply. 
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And, while Jove holds us out the bowl of joy,, 
Ere it can reach our lips, it's daſh'd with gall 
By ſome left-handed god. O mournful triumph! 
O conqueſt gain'd abroad, and loſt at home! 
O Argos! now rejoice, for Thebes lyes low; 
Thy ſlaughter'd ſons now ſmile, and think they won; 
When they can count more Theban ghoſts than theirs, 

Adr. No; Argos mourns with Thebes ; you temper'd ſo 
Your courage while you fought, that mercy ſeem'd 
The manlier virtue, and much more prevail'd, 
While Argos is a people, think your Thebes 
Can never want for ſubjects. Every nation 


Will crowd to ſerve where Oedipus commands. 


Cre. to Hæm. ] How mean it ſhows to fawn upon the 

victor |! 

Hem. Had you beheld him fight, you had ſaid otherwiſe; 
Come, 'tis brave bearing in him, not to envy 
Superior virtue. n | 

Oedip. This indeed is conqueſt, 

To gain a friend like you: why were we foes ? 

Adr. Cauſe we were kings, and each diſdain'd an equal, 
] fought to have it in my power to do 
What thou haſt done, and ſo to uſe my conqueſt, 
To ſhew thee honour was my only motive, 

Know this, that were my army at thy gates, 

And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the gift, 
Which, like a toy dropt from the hands of fortune, 
Lay ſor the next chance-comer, 

Dedip. embracing.) No more eaptive, 

But brother of the war: tis much more pleaſant, 
And ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy love, 

Than when hard gantlets clench'd our warlike hands, WW V 


And kept 'em from ſoft uſe, D 
Adr. My conqueror |! T 
Oedip. My friend! that other name keeps enmity ale A! 

But longer to detain thee were a crime ; Ce 

To love, and to Eurydice, go free: | BL 


Such welcome as a ruin'd town can give, 


Adr. I go without a bluſh, tho? conquer'd twice, 
By you, and by wy princeſs, [Ex, Adraſtu 


lo 


the 


ile: 


ual, 


aſtu 


Act l. nere . 
Cre. aſide ] Then I am conquer'd thrice; by Oedipus, 

And her, and ev'n by him, the ſlave of dock: 

Gods, I'm beholden to you, for making me your image. 

Wou'd I cou'd make you mine. [ Ex. Creon, 


Enter the people with branches in their hands, holding - 
them up, and kteeling : two PRIESTS before them. 
Oedip. Alas, my people! 

What means this ſpeechleſs ſorrow, downcaſt eyes, 

And lifted hands? if there be one among you 

Whom grief has left a tongue, ſpeak for the reſt. 

1 Pr. O Father of thy country! 

To thee theſe knees are bent, theſe eyes are lifted, 

As to a viſible divinity, 

A Prince on whom Heav'n ſafely might repoſe 

The buſineſs of mankind : for providence 

Might on thy careful boſom ſleep ſecure, . 

And leave her tak to thee, 

But where's the glory of thy former acts? 

Ev'n that's deſtroyed, when none ſhall live to ſpeak it. 

Millions of ſubjects ſhalt thou have; but mate, 

A people of the dead; a crowded deſart; 

A midnight ſilence at the noon of day. 

Oedip. O were our gods as ready with their pity, 

As I with mine, this preſence ſhou'd be throng'd 

With all I left alive; and my fad eyes 

Not ſearch in vain for friends, whoſe promis'd fight 

Flatter'd my toils of war. 

1 Pr. Twice our deliverer. 
Oedip. Nor are now your vows 

Addreis'd to one who {leeps. 

When this unwelcome news firſt reach'd my ears, 

Dymas was ſent to Delphos, to enquire 

The cauſe and cure of this contagious ill; 

And is this day return'd : but ſince his meſſage , 

Concerns the public, I refus'd to hear it 

But in this general preſence : let him ſpeak. 

Dym. A dreadful anſwer from the hallow'd urn, 

And facred tripos did the prieſteſs give, 

In theſe myſterious words, | 
The Oracle. Shed in a curſed hour, by curſed band 


% 
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„ Rlood- royal unreveng'd has curs'd the land. 

© When Laius' death is expiated well, 

% Your plague ſhall ceaſe. The reſt let Laius tell.” 
Oedip. Dreadful indeed! Blood, and a King's blood too, 
And ſuch a King's, and by his ſubjeRs ſhed! 

(Elſe why this curſè on Thebes?) no wonder then 

If monſters, wars, and plagues revenge ſach crimes ! 
Tf Heavn be juſt, its whole artillery 

All muſt be emptied on us: not one bolt 

Shall err from Thebes; but more be calPd for, more: 
New moulded thunder of a larger ſize, / 
Driv'n by whole Jove. What, touch anointed pow'r ! 
Thau gods beware; Jove wou'd himſelf be next, 


Cou'd you but reach him too. 7 
2 Pr. We mourn the ſad remembrance. B 
Ocdip. Well you may : If 

Worſe than a plague infects you: y'are devoted Ri 

To Mother Earth, and to th? infernal pow'rs : Ti 

Hell has a right in you: I thank you, gods, Bt 

That I'm no Theban born: how my blood curdles ! Ti 

As if this curſe touch'd me! and touch'd me-nearer Fa 

Than all this preſence !——Yes, tis a King's blood, Ye 

And I, a king, am ty'd in deeper bonds Co 

Toexpiate this blood: but where, from whom, Bu 

Or how muſt I atone it? tell me, Thebans, Fir 

How Laius fell; for a eonfus'd report An 

Paſeid through my ears, when firſt I took the crown : Let 

But full of hurry, like a morning dream, His 

It vaniſh'd in the buſineſs of the day. þ 


1 Pr. He went in private forth, but thinly follow'd; 
And ne'er return'd to Thebes. 


Oedip. Nor any from him? came there no attendant? 7 
None to bring the news? And 
2 Pr. But one, and he ſo wounded, On; 
He ſcarce drew breath to ſpeak ſome. few faint words, P; 


Oedip. What were they? ſomething. may be learnt 
from thence. | 
» Pr. He ſaid,” a band of robbers watch'd their paſſage, 
Who took advantage of a narrow, way 
Fo murder Laius andthe reſt ;. himſelf 
Left too for dead. 
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Oedip. Made you no more enquiry, 
Rut cook this bare relation? 
2 Pr. *'T was neglected: 
For then the monſter Sphinx began to rage; 
And preſent cares ſoon buried the remote ; 
So was it huſl'd, and never fince reviv'd. 
Oedip. Mark, Thebans, mark! 
Juſt then, the Sphinx began to rage among you; 
The gods took hold ev'n of th' offending minute, 
And dated thence your woes: - thence will I trace 'em. 
r Pr, Tis juſt thou ſhould'ſt. 
Oedip. Hear then this dreadf4l imprecation ; hear it: 
'Tis laid on all, not any one exempt : 
Bear witneſs Heav'n, avenge it on the perjur'd. 
If any Theban born, if any ſtranger 
Reveal this murder, or prodace its author, 
Ten Attick talents be his juſt reward : 
But, if for fear, for favour, or for hire, 
The murd'rer he conceal, the curſe of Thebes 
Fall heavy on.his head : unite our plagues, 
Ye gods, and place em there; from fire and water, 
Converſe, and all things common be he baniſh'd. 
But for the murderer's ſelf, unfound by man, 
Find him ye pow'rs celeſtial and infernal: 
And the ſame fate or worſe than Laius met, 
Let be his lot: his children be accurſt; 
His wife and kindred, all of his be curs'd. 
Both Pr. Confirm it, Heav'n! 


Enter Jocas TA, attended by Women, 


2 Foe. At your devotions ! Heaven ſucceed your wiſnes; 


Ind bring th' effect of theſe your pious prayers 
On you, and me, and all. 
Pr. Avert this omen, Heav'n ! 
Oedip. O fatal ſound, unfortunate Jocaſta! 
What haſt thou ſaid! an ill hour haſt thou choſen 
for theſe foreboding words! Why, we were curkng ! 


Vedip. Speak no more! | 
For all thou ſay'ſt is ominous : we were — 
d that dire imprecation haſt thou faſten'd.. 


7oc. Then may that curſe fall only where you laid it. 
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On Thebes, and thee and me, and all of us. 

Joc. Are then my bleſſings turn'd into a curſe ? . ' 
O unkind Oedipus! my former Lord / 
Thought me his bleſſing: be thou like my Laius, N 

Oedip. What, yet again? the third time haſt they 

curſt me: / 
This imprecation was for Laius' death, 5 
And thou haſt wifl'd me like him. 

Joc. Horror ſeizes me! A 

Oedip, Why-doſt thou gaze upon me? pr'ythee, Love, 1 
Take off thy eye; it burdens me too much. A 

Foc, The. more I look the more I find of Laius: 
His ſpeech, his garb, his action; nay his frown ; 
(For I have ſeen it,) but ne'er bent on me. 

Gedip. Are we ſo like? 

Foc. In all things but his love. 

Oedip. I love thee more, ſo well J love, words can» 

not ſpeak-how well, 
No pious-ſon e'er lov'd his mother more 
Than I my dear Jocaſta. 

Toe. I love you too 8 
The ſelf. ſame way; and * you chid, methought 
A mother“ love ſtart up-in your deem 
And bad me not be angry, be not you: 

For I love Laius ſtill, as wives ſhould love: 
But you more tenderly ; as part of me: 
And when J have you in my-arins, methinks 
J lull my child aſleep. 

Oedip. Then we are bleſt: 

And all theſe curſes ſweep along the ſkles, 
Like empty clouds; but drop not on our heads, 

Foc. I have not joy'd an hour ſince you departed, 

For public miſeries, and for private fears ; 

But this bleſt meeting has o'er-paid 'em all. 

Good fortune that comes feldom comes more welcome, 
All I can wiſh for now, is your conſent 

To make my brother happy. | 

Oedip. How, Jocaſta ? * 

Foc. By marriage with his niece Eurydice, 

Oediy. Uncle and niece! they are too near, my Love, 
Tis too like inceſt: 'tis offence to- kind: 
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Had 'I not promis'd, were there no Adraſtus, 
No choice but Creon left her of mankind, 
They ſhould not marry: ſpeak no more of it; 
The thought diſturbs me. 
Foc. Heav'n can never bleſs 
A vow ſo broken, which I made to Creon. 
Remember he's my brother. 
Oedip. That's the bar: 
And ſhe thy daughter : nature would abhor 
To be forc'd back again upon herſelf, 
And like a whirl-pool ſwallow her own flreams, 
Foc. Be not diſpleas'd, I'll move the ſuit no more, 
Oedip. No, do not, for, I xnow not why, it ſhakes me 
When I but think on inceſt. Move we forward, 
To thank the gods for my ſucceſs, and pray 
To waſh the guilt of royal blood away. [ Exeunt, 


ACT. SCENE 1; 


| SCENE, An open Gallery, A Royal Bed-chams 


ber being ſuppos'd behind. 


The Time, Night. Thunder, &c. 


Enter HAEMON, ALCANDER, und PYRACMON. 


H MON. 

U RE 'tis the end of all things; fate has torn 
dF The lock of time off, and his head is now 
The ghaſtly ball of round eternity! 

Call you theſe peals of thunder, but the yawn 

Of bellowing clouds? By Jove, they ſeem to me 

The world's laſt groans ; and thoſe vaſt ſheets of flame 
Are its laſt blaze! The tapers of the gods, 

The ſun, the moon, run down like waxen gloves; 

The ſhooting ſtars end all in purple jellies, 

And chaos is at hand, 

Pyr. Tis midnight, yet there's not a Theban ſleeps, 
But ſuch as ne'er muſt wake. All crowd about 
The palace, and implore, as from a god, 

Help of the king; who from the battkment, 


* 
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By the red lightening's glare, deſery'd afar, 
Atones the angry powers. [ Thunder, &c. 
Hem. Ha! Pyracmon, look ; 
Behold, Alcander, from yon weſt of heav'n, 
The perfect figures of a man and woman : 
A ſcepter bright with gems in each right hand, 
Their flowing robes of dazling purple made, 
Diſtiuctly yonder in that point they ſtand, 
juſt weſt ; a bloody red ſtains all the place: 
And fee, their faces are quite hid in clouds. 
Pyr. Cluſters of golden ſtars hang o'er their heads, 
And ſeem fo crowded, that they burſt upon 'em: 
All dart at once their baleful influence 
In leaking fire, 
Alc. Long-bearded comets ſtick, 
Like flaming porcupines, to their left ſides, r 
As they would ſhoot their quills into their hearts, 
Hem. But ſee! the king, and queen, and all the court 
Did ever day or night ſhew ought like this? 
[Thunders again. The Scene draus, and diſ. "y 


Ae e Sax 


covers the prodigies, 0; 
Tuter OEDIPUS, JOCASTA, EURYDICE, ADRASTUS, I 
and all coming forward with amazement, Oe 


Oedip. Anſwer, you pow'rs divine; ſpare all this noiſe, 
This rack of Heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal pleaſure, . 
Why breaks yon dark and duſky orb away? Tc 
Why from the bleeding womb of monſtrous night 
Burſt forth ſuch myriads of abortive ſtars ? 


Ha! my Jocaſta, look! the filver moon! W. 
A ſettling crimſon ſtains her beauteous face! Ha 
She's all o'er blood! and look, behold again, Au 
What mean the myſtic heav'ns ſhe journeys on ? Yo 
A vaſt eclipſe darkens the Jabouring planet : s 
Sound there, ſound all our inſtruments of war; Yes 
"Clarions and trumpets, ſilver, braſs, and iron, Dre 
And beat a thouſand drums to help her labour. Th: 

Adr. Tis vam; you fee the prodigies continue; By 
Let's gaze no more, the gods are humorous, By , 


 Cedip. Forbear, raſh man — Once more I aſk your 
p:caſure | 
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If that the glow-worm light of human reaſon 

Might date to offer at immortal knowledge, 

And cope with gods, why all this ſtorm of nature? 
Why do the rocks ſplit, and why rouls the ſea ? 

Why thoſe portents in heav'n, and plagues on earth? 
Why yon gigantic forms, etheria] monſters ? 

Alas! is all this but to fright the dwarfs 

Which your own hands have made? Then bz it ſo. 
Or if the fates reſolve ſome expiation 

For murder'd Laius ; hear me, hear me, Gods ! 

Hear me thus proſtrate : ſpare this groaning land, 
$1ve innocent Thebes, ſtop the tyrant death! 

Do this, and lo I ſtand op an oblation 

To meet your ſwiſteſt and ſevereſt anger; 

Shoot ail at once, and ſtrike me to the center. 


[The cloud draws that veil'd the heads of the Hgures in 2 
/ky, and ſheus em crow?n'd with the names of Oedin.: 
and Jocaſta written above in great charatters of cold, 
Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler ſenſes 

Are vaniſh'd with that cloud that fleets away; 

Or juſt above thoſe two majeſtic heads, 

I fee, I read diſtin&ly in large gold, 

Cedipus and Jocaſta. 

e, Hic. I read the fame. 

Adr. Tis wonderful; yet ought not man to wade 
Too far in the vaſt deep of deſtiny. 

[Thmnder; aud e prodigiaec vani'h, 

Foc. My Lord, my Oedipus, why gaze you now, 
When the whole heav'n is clear, as if the gods 
Had ſome new monſters made? will you not turn, 
Aud bleſs your people, who devour each word 
You breathe ? 

Oedip. It ſhall be fo. | | 
Yes, I will die, O Thebes, to fave thee! 
Draw from my heart my blood, with more content 
Than e'er I wore thy crown. Yet, O Jocaſta 

By all th' endearments of miraculous love, 

By all our languiſhings, our fears in pleaſure, 

Which oft have made us wonder; here I {wear 

Vor. V. C 
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On thy fair hand, upon thy breaſt I ſwear, 

1 cannot call ro mind, from budding childhood 

To Blooming vourh, a crime by me committed, 

For which the awful gods ſhould doom my death, 
"Foc. 'Tis not you, my Lord, 

But he who murder'd Laius, frees the land : 

Were you, which is impoſſible, the man, 

Perhaps my poniard firſt ſhould drink your blood: 

But you are innocent, as your Jocaſta, 

From crimes like thoſe. This made me violent 

To {ave your life, which you unjuſt would loſe: 

Nor can you-comprehend, with deepeſt thought, 

The horrid agony you caſt me in, 


When you reſoly'd to die. ( 
Oedip. Is't poſlible? } 
Foe. Alas! why (tart you ſo? Her ſtiff'ning grief, 
Who ſaw her children ſtaughiter'd all at once, | 
Was dull to mine: methinks I ſhould have made ( 
My boſom bare againſt the armed god, 1 
Jo ſave my Oedipus! ( 
Oedip.'I-pray, no more, F 

Foc. You've filenc'd me, my Lord. 

Oedip. Pardon me, dear Jocaſta! I 
Pardon a heart that ſinks with ſufferings, 1 
Aud can but vent itſelf in ſobe aud murmurs: L 
Yet to reſtore my peace, I'll find him out. 4 
Yes, yes, you gods! you ſhall have ample vengeance 1 
On Laius? murderer. O, the traitor's name! 1. 
VI know't, I will; art hall be conjur'd for it, . 
And nature all unravel'd. 

Foc, Sacred ir 7 

Cedip, Rage will have way, and 'tis but juſt ; 1! WF <3 

fetch him, a 
Tio! lodg'q in air, upou a dragon's wing, 1. 
Tho' rocks ſhould hide him: nay, he ſhall be dragg'! 9 
From hell, if charms can hurry him along: by 
His ghoſt ſhall be, by ſage Tireſias“ power, 14 
(Tireſias, that rules all beneath the moon), 9 
Confin'd to fleſh, to ſuffer death once more; % 


And then be plung'd in his firſt fires again, 


an Dir us 27 


Enter CREON\ 


Cre. My Lord, 
Tireſias attends your pleaſure. 

0edip. Haſte and bring him in. 
O, my Jocaſta, Euzzdice, Adraſtus, 
Creon, and all ye Thebans, now the end 
Of plagues, of madneſs, murders, prodigies, 
Draws on: this battle of the heav'ns and earth 
Shall by his wiidom be reduc'd to peace. 


Euter TiRESIAS, leaning on a ſtaff, led by his daug liter 
Maxro, follow'd by other Thebans. 


O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring mind 

Knows all the baſineſs of the courts above, 

Opens the cloſets of the gods, and dares 

To mix with Jove himſelf and Fate at council; 

O prophet, anſwer me, declare aloud- 

The traitor who conſpir'd the death of Laius : 

Or be they more, who from malignant ſtars 

Have drawn this plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes 2 
Tir. We muſt no more than fate commiſſions us 

To tell; yet fomething and of moment I'll unfold, 

If that the god would wake. I feel him now, 

Like a ſtrong ſpirit charm'd into a tree, 

That leaps and moves the wood without a wind: 

The rouzed god, as-all this while he lay 

ktomb'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelf; 

He ftruggles, and he tears my aged trunk 

With holy fury, my old arteries burſt; 

My rivePd kin, 
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* Like parchment, crackles at the hallow'd fire ; 1 
I ſhall be young again: Manto, my daughter, 1 
Thou haſt a voice that might have ſaved the bard | 
5 Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging bacchanals, 


Wich lifted prongs, to liſten to thy airs: 
0 charm this god, this fury in my boſom, 
Lull him with tuneful notes, and artful ſtrings, 
With pow'rful ſtrains; Manto, my lovely child, 
Svothe the unruly god-head to be mild, 
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Phœbus, god helovꝰd by men, 
At thy dawn, every beaft is rouz'd in his den : 
At thy ſetting, all lirds of thy abſence complain, 
And we die, all die till the morning come: again. 
Ffelus, god belov'd by mien! 
Idol of the eaſtern kings, 
Awful as the god wiz filings 
His thunder round, and the lightning wings t 
Hod of ſongs, and Orphean flrings, 
Who to this mortal bofom brings 
Al barmorious heav'nly things ! 
Thy drow2zy frothet to revive, 
Ten thenſand thouſand forms before him drive, 
W:h chariots and bor ſes all cfire awake him: 
Convui/ions, and furics, and propheſies ſhake him : 
Let bim tell it in groans, thy” he bend with the load, 
The” be turſi with the weight of the terrible god. 
Tir. The wretch, who ſhed the blood of old Labdacides, 
Lives, and is great ; 
But cruel greatneſs ne'er was long: 
The firit of Laius blood his life did ſeize, 
And urg'd his fate, 
Which elfe had laſting been and ſtrong, 
The wretch, who Laius kill'd, muſt bleed or fly; 
Or Thebes, conſum'd with plagues, in ruins ly. 
Oedip. The firſt of Laius? blood! pronounce the perſon 
May the god roar from thy prophetic mouth, 
That even the dead may ſtart up. to behold; 
Name him, I ſay, that moſt accurſed wretch; 
For by the ſtars he dies: 
Speak, I command thee ; 
By Pheebus, ſpeak ; ſor ſudden death's his doom; 
Here-ſhall he fall, bleed on this very ſpot ; 
His name, I charge thee once more, ſpeak, 
Tir. Tis Joſt, 
Like what we think can never ſhun remembrance ; 
Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the clouds. 
Oedip. Fetch it from thence; Ill have'r, where: eber it be, 
Cre. Let me entreat you, ſacred Sir, be calin, 
And Creon jhall point out the great offender. 
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'Tjs true, reſpect of nature might enjoin. 
Me filence, at another time; but, oh, 
Mach more the pow'r of my eternal love! 


That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: yet Thebes, my 


country 
| I'll break through all to ſuccour thee, poor city! 
0, I muſt ſpeak, 
Oedip. Speak then, if ought thou know'ſt ; 
As much thou ſeem'ſt to know: delay no longer, 
Cre. O beauty! O illuſtrious royal maid ! 
To whom my vows were ever paid till now, 
And with ſuch modeſt, ehaſte and pure affection. 
The coldeſt nymph might read 'em without bluſliing; 
Art thou the murdreis then of wretched Laius ? 
| And h.muſt 1 accule thc | O ray tears! 
Why will you fall in {0 abnorr'd a cauſe ? 
But that thy beauteous, barbarous hand deſtroy'd- 
| Thy father, (O monſtrous act!) both gods 
Ind men at once take notice. 
Oedip. Kurydice | 
Eur. Traitor, go on; TI ſcorn thy little malice, 
And knowing more my perfect innocence, 
Than. gods and men,. then how much more than thee, 
| Who art their oppoſite, and form'd a liar, 
| ] thus diſdain thee! Thou once didſt talk of love; 
{ Becauſe I hate thy hove, 
Thou doſt actuſe me. 
Adr. Villain, inglorious villain, 
And traitor, doubly da mn'd, who durſt blaſpheme 
The ſpotleſs virtue of the brighteſt beauty; 
Thou dy'ſt: nor ſhall the ſacred majeſty, 


[ Draws and weunds him, 


That guards this place, preſerve thee from my rage. 


Vedip. Diſarm*em both: Prince, I ſhall make you knovy 


That ] can tame you twice. Guards, ſeize bim. 
Adr. Sir, 

} muſt acknowledge in another cauſe 

Kepentance might abaſh me; but I glory 

lu this, and ſmile to ſee the traitor's blood. 
Cedip. Creon, you ſhall be ſatisfy'd at full 
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Cre. My hurt is nothing, Sir; but J appeal 
To wiſe Tireſias, if my accuſation | 
Be not moſt true. The firſt of Laius's blood 
Gave him his death. Is there a prince before her ? 
Then ſhe is faultleſs, and I aſk her pardon, 
Ard may this blood ne'er ceaſe to drop, O Thebes, 
If pity of thy ſufferings did not move me 
To ſhew the cure which Heav'n itſelf preſcrib'd. 
Eur, Yes, Thebans, I Will die to ſave your lives, 
More willingly than you can wilh my fate; 
But let this good, this wiſe, this holy man, 
Pronounce my ſentence : for to fall by him, 
By the vile breath of that prodigious villain, 
Would fink my ſoul, tho' I ſhould die a martyr. 
Adr. Unhand me, ſlaves. O mightielt of Kings, 
See at your feet a prince not us'd to kneel; 
Touch not Eurydice, by all the gods, 
As you would fave your Thebes, but take my life : 
For ſhould ſhe periſh, Heav'n would heap plagues on 
plagues, 
Rain ſulphur down, hurl kindled bolts 
Upon your guilty heads, 
Cre. You turn to gallantry, what is but juſtice : 
Proof will be eaſy made. Adraſtus was 
The robber who bereft th' unhappy King 
Of life ; becauſe he flatly had deny'd 
ro make ſo poor a prince his fon-in-law : 
Therefore 'twere fit that both ſhould periſh, 
1 Theb. Both, let both die. 
All Theb. Both, both ; let %em die. 
Oedip. Hence, you wild herd! For your ring-leader 
here, 
He ſhall be made example. Hzmon, take him. 
t Theb. Mercy, O mercy ! 
Cedip. Mutiny in my preſence ! 
Hence, let me fee that buſy face no more. 
Tir. Thebans. what madneſs makes you drunk with rage! 
Enough of guilty death's already acted: 
Fierce Creon has accus'd Eurydice, 
With Prince Adraſtus; which the god reproves 
By inward checks, and leaves their fates in doubt, 


Oedip, Therefore inſtru& us what remains to do, 
Or ſuffer; for I feel a ſleep like death 
Upon me, and I figh to be at reſt. 

Tir, Since that the Pow'rs divine refuſe to clear 
The.myſtic deed, PII to the grove of furies; 
There I can force th” infernal gods to ſhew 
Their horrid forms; each trembling gholt ſhall riſe, 
And leave their grizly king without a waiter, 
| For Prince Adraſtus and Eurydice, 
My life's engag'd, I'll guard them in the fane, 
'Till the dark myſteries of hell are done. - 
Follow me, Princes; Thebans, all to reſt, 
O, Oedipus, to-morrow !—— but no more. 
If that thy wakeful genius will permit, . 
Indulge thy brain this night with ſofter flumbers : 
| To-morrow, O to-morrow ! ſteep, my ſon ; 
And in prophetic dreams thy fate be ſhown. 

[Exeunt Tir. Adr. Eur. Man. asd Thebans, 


Zlaneut OEDIPUs, Jocas rA, CREON, PYRACMON, 


HR MON, and ALCANDER. 


F Oedip. To bed, my fair, my dear, my beſt Jocaſta. 
After the toils of war, tis wondrous ſtrange 
Our loves ſhould thus be daſh'd. One moment's thought, 
And I'll approach the arms of my belov'd. 
7oc Conſume whole years in care, ſo now and then 
I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd eyes 
With one ſhort paſſing glance, and ſigh my vows : 
| This and no more, my Lord, is all the paſlion 
Of languiſhing Jocaſta. [ Exi2, 
Ocdip. Thou ſofieſt, ſweeteſt of the world ! good night, 
| Nay, ſhe is beauteous too; yet, mighty Love! 
I never offer'd to obey thy laws, 
| But an unuſual chillneſs came upon me; 
| An unknown hand ſtill check'd my forward joy, 
Daſlh'd me with bluſhes, tho? no light was near; 
That ev'n the act became a violation. 
Pyr. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. 
Vedip. Hark! who was that? Ha! Creon, didſt thou 
call me? | 
Cre. Not J, my gracious Lord, nor any here, 


ANTI. OE D 1 Þ U. TY 


32 OE D IFP U 8. AR N 
Qedip. That's ſtrange! methought I heard a doleſul 
voice 


Cry Oedipus. The Prophet bade me ſleep. 
He talk'd of dreams, and viſions, and to-morrow ! - 
Fl muſe no more, come what will or can, 
My thoughts are clearer than unclonded ſtars; 
And with thoſe thoughts I'll reſt: Creon, good night. 
[ Exit with Hæm. 
Cre. Sleep ſeal your eyes up, Sir, —eternal ſleep. 
Bur if he ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormenting dreams, wild horrors of the night, 
And haps of Fancy wing him through the air: 
From precipices hurl him headlong down 
Charybdis roar, and death be ſet before him. 
Alc. Your curſes have already ta'en effect; 
For he looks very fad. 

Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſtands, for ever; 
His eye-balls never move, brows be unbent, 
His blood, his intrails, liver, heart, and bowels, 
Be blacker than the place L wiſh him, hell. 

Pyr. No more: you tear yourſelf, but vex not him, 
Methinks 'twere brave this night to force the temple, 
While blind Tireſias conjures up'the fiends, 

And paſs the time- with nice Eurydice. 

Alc. Try promiſes, and threats, and if all fail, 
Since hell's broke loofe, why ſhould not you be mad! 
Raviſh, and leave her dead, with her Adraſtus 

Cre. Were the globe mine, I'd give a province hourly 
For ſuch another thought. Luft and revenge! 

To ſtab at once the only man I hate, 

And to enjoy the woman whom I love! 

J aſk no more of my auſpicious Stars, 

The re{t as Fortune pleaſe ; fo but this night 
She play me fair, why, let her turn for ever. 


Enter H&E MON. 


 _H#Haem. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reſt ; 
Yet, ere he ſlept. commanded me to clear 
The antichambers : none mult dare be near him. 


Cre. Hæmon, you do your duty ;—— [Thunder 
| 


And we obey.— The night grows yet more dreads: 
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ris juſt that all retire to their devotions ; 


The gods are angry: but to- morrow's dawn, 
H prophets-do not lie, will make all clear. | As they go off, 


0EDIPUS enters, walking aſleep in his ſbirt, with a dag- 
ger in his right. hand, and a taper in his left, 


Oedip. O, my Focaſla ! *tis for this the wer 
Starv'd ſoldier lyes on the cold ground; 
For this he bears the ſtorms 
Of winter-camps, and freezes in his arms: 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd ; 
That I could hold thee ever! — Ha! where art thou? 
What means this melancholy light, that teens 
The gloom of glowing embers ? 
The curtain's drawn ; and ſee, ſhe's here again ! 
ſocaſta? Ha! what, falPn aſleep ſo ſoon ? 
How fares my love? this taper will inform me. 
Ha! lightning blaſt me, thunder 
Riret me ever to Prometheus? rock, 
And vultures gnaw out my inceſtuous heart. 
y all the gods | my mother Merope! 
My ſword, a dagger! Ha, who waits there? Slaves, 
My ford] W hat, Hemon ! dar'ſt thou, villain, ftop me? 
With thy own poinard periſh, Ha! who's this? 
Ur is't a change of death? By all my honours, 
New murder; thou haſt lain old Polybue: 
inceſt and parricide, thy father's: murder'd ! 
Out thou infernal flame: now all is dark, 
All blind and diſmal, moſt triumphant miſchief ! 
and now while thus I ſtalk about the room, 
challenge Fate to find another wretch 
Like Oedipus ! 


Euter JOCASTA_attended, with lights, in a night-gown, 


Where am I ? O,  Jocalta, let me held thee ; 
bus to my boſom, ages let me gralp thee, 

All that the hardeſt temper'd weather'd fleſh, 

Vuh fierceſt human ſpirit inſpir'd, can dare, 
er. r do, I dare: but, oh you Pow'rs, this was 
n infinite degrees oy" mach for man. 


[Thunder, & e. 


Gedip. Night, horror, death, confuſion, hell, and furies. 
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Methinks, my deafen'd ears 

Are burſt; my eyes, as if they had been knock'd 
By ſome tempeſtuous hand, ſoot flaſhing fire: 
That ſlęep ſhould do this! 

Foc. Then wy fears were true. 

Methought I heard your voice, and yet 1 doubted, 
Now roaring like the ocean, when the winds 
Fight with the waves ; now, in a ſtill ſmall tone 
Your dying accents fell, as racking Mips, 

After the dreadful yell, fink murmuring down, 
Ard bubble up a noiſe, 

Hedip. Truſt me, thou faireſt, beſt of all thy kind, 
None c'er in dreams was tortur'd fo before. 

Yet what moſt ſhocks the niceneſs of my temper, 
Ev'n far beyond the killing of my father, 

And my own death, is that this horrid fleep 
Daſh'd wy ſick fancy with an act of inceſt : 

I cream'd, Jocaſta, that thou wert my mother; 
Which tho' impoſlibte, ſo dawps my ſpirits, 
Thar I cou'd do a miſchief on myſelf, 

Leſt I ſhould ſleep, and dream the like again, 

Fc. O Oedipus, too well I underſtand you! 
T:know the wrath of Heav'n, the care of Thebes, 
The cries of its inhabitants, war's toils, 

And thouſand other labours of the ſtate, 
Are all reſerr'd to you, and ought to take you 
For ever from Jocaſta; 

Oedip. Life of my life, and treaſure of my ſoul, 
Heav'n'knows I love thee, 

Foc. O, you think me vile, 

And cf an inclination ſo ignoble, - 

That I muſt hide me from your eyes for ever, 

Be witneſs, gods, and {ſtrike Jocaſta dead, 

If an immodeſt thought, or low defire 

Inflam'd my breaſt, fince firſt our loves were lighted, 

Oedip. O riſe, and add not, by thy cervel kindneis, 
A grief more ſenſible than all my torments. 


T. 


A thin 
But w 
Then 


Dj 
Thou think'ſt my dreams are forg'd ; but by thyſcli, Cre. 
The greateit oath}, I ſwear, they are moſt true: 1 


But, be ttiey what they will, I here diſmiſs 'em; 
Begone, chimæras, to your mother clouds. 


bu'd 


GA. OE DIP US. 
Is there a fault in us? Have we not ſearch'd 
The wamb of Heaw'n, examin'd all the intrails 
Of birds and beaſts, and tired the Prophet's art? 
Yet what avails ? he, and the gods together, 
Seem like phyſicians at a loſs to help us: 
Therefore, like wretches that have linger'd long, 
We'll ſnatch the ſtrongeſt cordial of our love; 
| To bed, my fair. 

Ghoft within.] Oedipus ! 

Oedip. Ha ! who calls? 
Didſt thou not hear a voice? 

Foc. Alas ! I did. 

Ghoſt, Jocaſta ! 

Foc. O my love, my Lord, ſapport me! 

Oedip. Call louder, till you burſt vour airy forms: 
Reſt on my hand. Thus, arn'd with innocence, 
Til face theſe babbling demons of the air: 
In ſpight of ghoſts, I'JI on; 
Tho! round my bed the furies plant their charms, * 
Il break 'em with Jocaſta in my arms; 
Claſp'd in the iolds of love, I'll wait my doom; 


And act my joys, tho' thunder ſhake the room. | Exeun. 


2Þ th wills + i S CONS 1 
A dark Grove. 


Enter CREON and DIOCLES. 


CREON. 
7TIs better not to be, than to be unhappy. 
Dioc. What mean you by theſe words? 
Cre. Tis better not to be, than to be Creon. 
A thinking'ſoul is puniſhment enovgh ; 
But when 'tis great, like mine. and wretched too, 
hen every thought draws blood. 
Dioc. You are not wretched. 
Cre. I am: my ſoub's ill married to my body: 
I wou'd be young, be handſome, be belov'd: 
du'd J but breathe myſelf into Adraſtus ———— 
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36 DE DIP U IL Adin, 
Dioc. You rave; call home your thoughts. 
Cre. I pr'ythee, let my ſoul take air awhile ; 

Were ſhe in Oedipus, I were a king; 

Then I had kill'd a monſter, gain'd a battle; 

And had my rival prisner ; brave, brave actions: 

Why have not I done thele ? 

Dioc. Your fortune hinder'd. | 
Cre. There's it: I have a ſoul to do 'em all; 

But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 

But by young handſome fools : body and braun 
Do all her work : Hercules was a fool, 

And ſtraight grew famous; a mad, boiſt'rous fool; 

| Nay, worſe, a woman's fool, 

Fool is the ſtaff of which Heav'n makes a hero. 

Dioc. A ſerpent ne'er becomes a flying dragon, 

Till he has eat a ſerpent, 

Cre. Goes it there ? 
IJ underſtand thee : I muſt kill Adraſtus, 
Dioc. Or not enjoy your miſtreſs : 

"Eurydice and he are pris'ners here, 

But will not long be ſo : this tell - tale ghoſt 

Perhaps will clear 'em both. 

Cre. Well; 'tis reſolv'd. 
Dioc. The Princeſs walks this way; 

Lou muſt not meet her, 

Till this be done. 

Cre. I muſt. 

Dioc. She hates your fight; 
- "And more ſinte you accus'd her. 

Cre. Urge it not. 
I cannot ſtay to tell thee my deſign ; 
For ſhe's too near. 


Enter EURYDICE. 
How, Madam, were your thoughts employ'd ? 

Eur. On death, and thee, 

Cre. Then were they not well ſorted: life and mo Eu 
Had been the better match. 

Eur. No, I was thinking | 
On two the moſt deteſted things in nature 
And they are death and thee, 


Act HI. DE D1T:PrVU:%S 27 
Cre. The thought of death to one near death is 
dreadtul ! 


O, 'tis a fearful thing to be no more; 
Or if to be, to wander after death; 
To walk, as ſpirits do, in brakes all day; 
and when the darkneſs comes, to glide in paths 
That lead to graves; and in the filent vault, 
Where lyes your own pale ſhrowd, to hover o'er it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden corps : 
And often, often, vainly breathe your ghoſt 
Into your lifeleſs lips: 
Then, like a lone benighted traveller | 
Shut out from lodging, ſhall your groans be anſwer'd 
By whiſtling winds, whoſe every blaſt will ſhake 
Your tender form to atoms. 
Zur. Mult I be this thin being? and thus wander! 
No quiet after death ! 
Cre. None: you muſt leave 
This beauteous body; all this youth and freſhneſs 
Muſt be no more the object of deſire, 
But a cold lump of clay ; 
Which then your diſcontented ghoſt will leave, 
And loath its former lodging. 
This is the beſt of what comes after death, 
Ev'n to the beſt. 
Eur, What then ſhall be thy lot! 


Eternal tot ments, baths of boiling fulphur : 


Viciſſitudes of fires, and then of ſroſts : 


And an old guardian fiend, ugly as thou art, 


To hollow in thy ears at every laſh, 

This for Eurydice; theſe for her Adraſtus ! 
Cre, For her Adraſtus ! 
Eur. Ves; for her Adraſtus: 


For death ſhall ne'er divide us. Death, what's deatli! 


Dioc. You ſeem'd to fear it. 
| Eur, But I more fear Creon : 
To take that hunchback'd monſter in my arms, 
Ti excreſcence of a man, 
Dioc. to Cre. ] See what you've gain'd. 
Eur. Death only can be dreadful to the bad; 
Vo L. V. D 
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To inifocence, 'tis like a bugbear dre ſs'd 
To frighten children ; pull but off his maſque, 
And he'll appear a friend. 
Cre. You talk too ſlightly 
Of death and hell. Let me inform you better. 


Eur. You beſt can tell the news of your own country, 


Dioc. Nay, now you are too ſharp. 
Eur. Can I be fo to one who has accus'd me 
Of murder and.of parricide ? 
Cre. You provok'd me : 
And yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 
As next of blood to Laius: be advis'd, 
Ayd you may live. 
Fur, The means? 
Cre. *Tis offer'd you, 
The fool Adraſtus has accus'd himſelf. 
Eur. He has indeed, to take the guilt from me. 
Cre. He ſays he loves you; if he does, 'tis well: 
He ne'er cou'd prove it in a better time. 
Eur. Then death muſt be his recompenſe for love! 
Cre, *Tis a fooP's juſt reward: 
The wiſe can make a better uſe of life: 
But 'tis the young man's pleaſure, his ambition: 
1 grudge him not that favour, 
Eur. When he's dead, 
Where ſhall I find his equal! 
Cre. Every where. 
Fine empty things, bke him, 
The court ſwarms with 'em. 
Fine fighting things; in camps they are fo common, 
Crows feed on nothing elſe ; plenty of fools ; 
A glut of them in Thebes. 
And Fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen : 
She places em aloſt, o' th' topmoſt {poke 
Of all her wheel : fools are the daily work 
Of Nature ; her vocation ; if ſhe form 
A wan, ſhe loſes by't, *tis too expeuſive : 
'T would make ten fools: a man's a prodigy. 
Eur. That is, a Creon: O thou black detractor, 
Who ſpitt'ſt thy venom againſt gods and men 1 
Thou enemy of eyes: 


At HI. OE D IP US. 39 
Thou who lov'ſt nothing but what nothing loves, 
And that's thyſelf: who haſt conſpir'd againſt 
My life and fame, to make me loath'd by all; 
And only fit for thee, . 
But for Adraſtus? death, good gods, his death! 
What curſe ſhall J invent? 
Dioc, No more: he's here. 
Eur. He ſhall be ever here. 
He who wou'd give his life; give up his fame—— 


Enter ADRASTUS. 


If all the excellence of womankind 
Were mine ;—No, 'tis 100 little all for him: 
Were I made up of endleſs, endleſs joys 
Adr. And ſo thou art: 
The man who loves like me, 
Would think ev'n infamy, the worſt of ills, 
Were cheaply purchas'd, were thy love the prices 
Uncrown'd, a captive, nothing left, but honour ; 
'Tis the laſt thing a prince ſhou'd throw away: 
But when the ſtorm grows loud, and threatens love; 
Throw even that over-board, for love s the jewel; 
And laſt it muſt be kept. 
Cre. to Dioc.] Work him be ſure 
To rage, he's paſſionate ; 
Make him th' aggreſſor. 
Dioc. O falle love; falſe honour ! 
Cre. Diſſembled both, and falſe ! 
Adr. Dar'it thou ſay this to me? 
Cre. To you! why what are you, that Tſhould fear you | ? 
am not Laius : hear me, Prince of Argos. 
You give what's nothing, when you give your honour ; 
Tis gone; 'tis loſt in battle. For your love, 
Vows made in wine are not ſo falſe as that: 
You kilPd her father; you confeſs'd you did: 
A mighty argument to prove your paſſion to the daughter. 
Adr. aſide. ] Gods, muſt I bear this brand, and not retort 
The lye to his foul throat ! 
Dioc. Baſely you kilPd him. 
Adr. aſide. ] O, I burn inward: my blood's all o' fire. 
D 2 
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Alcides, when the poiſon'd ſhirt ſat cloſeſt, 
Had but an ague-fit to this my fever, 
Yer, for Eurydice, ev'n this I'll ſuffer, 
To free my love. _—— Well, then, 1 kill'd him baſely. 
Cre. Fairly, I'm ſure, you cou'd not. 
Dioc. Nor alone. 
Cre. You had your fellow thieves about you, Prince; 
They conquer'd, and you kill'd. 
Ade. aſide.] Down, fwelling heart! 
'Tis for thy princeſs all-O my Eurydice !- [To her, 
Eur. to him.] Reproach not thus the weakneſs of my ſex, 
As if I cou'd not bear a ſhameful death, 
Rather than ſee you burden'd with a crime 
Of which I know you free, 
Cre, You do ill, Madam, 
To let your headlong love triumph o'er nature. 
Dare you defend your father's murderer ? 
Eur. You know he kill'd him not, 
Cre. Let him ſay fo, 
Dioc. See, he ſtands mute. 
Cre. O pow'r of conſcience, ev'n in wicked men! 
It works, it ſtings, it will not Jet him utter 
One ſyllable, one No to clear himſelf 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted horrid act 
That ere cou'd ſtain a villain, not a prince. 
Adr. Ha! villain! | 
Dioc. Echo to him, groves; cry villain. 
Adr. Let me conſider ! did I murder Laius, 
Thus like a villain ? 
Cre. Beſt revoke your words; 
And ſay you kilPd him not. 
Adr. Not like a villain ; pr'ythee change me that 
For any other lie. 
Dios. No, villain, villain. 
Cre. You. killPd him not! proclaim your innocence; 
Accuſe the princeſs : ſo I knew *twould-be, 
Adr. I thank thee, thou inſtruct'ſt me: 
No matter how I kill'd him, 
Cre. aſide.] Cool'd again! 
Eur, Thou, who uſurpꝰſt th acted name of conſeience, 
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Did not thy own ſelf declare him innocent? 

To me declare him ſo? The king ſhall know it. 
Cre. You will not be believ'd, for I'll forſwear it. 
Eur. What's now thy conſcience ? 

Cre, Tis my ſlave, my drudge, my ſupple glove, 

My upper garment, to put on, throw off, 

As I think beſt : *tis my obedient conſcience. 

Adr. Infamous wretch ! 
Cre. My conſcience ſhall not do me the in office 

To ſave a rivaPs life, When thou art dead, 

(As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more baſe 

Than thou think'ſt me, 

By forfeiting her life, to ſave thy FOE et 

Know this, and let it grate thy very ſoul, 

She ſhall be mine: (the is, if vows were binding): 

Mark me, the fruit of all thy faith and paſſion, 

Ev'n of thy fooliſh death, ſhall all be mine. 

Adr. Thine, ſay'ſt thou, monſter ; 

Shall my love be thine ? 

O, I can bear no more! 

Thy cunning engines have with labour rais'd 

My heavy anger, like a mighty weight, 

To fall and paih thee dead. 

See here thy nuptials ; ſee, thou raſh Ixion, [ Draws, 

Thy promis'd Juno vani{ivd in a cloud; 

And in her room avenging thunder roll 

To blaſt thee thus. —Come both, 
Cre, Tis what I wiſh'd! 

Now ſee whoſe arm can launch the ſurer bolt, 

Aud who's the better Jove !l—— [ Fight, 
Eur. Help; murder, help! 


[ Both draw, 


Enter Hx MON and Guards, run betwixt them, and beat 
down their ſwords. 


Hem. Hold; hold your impious hands. I think the furies, 
To whom this grove is hallow'd, have inſpir'd you: 
Now, by my foul, the holieſt earth of Thebes | 
You have profan'd with war. Nor tree, nor plant 
Crows here, but what is fed with magic juice, 

All full of human ſouls; that cleave their barks 
D 3 
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To dance at midnight by the moon's pale beams : 
At leaſt two hundred years theſe reverend ſhades 


Have known no blood, hut of black ſheep and oxen, 


Shed by the prieſt's on hand to Proſerpine. 


Adr. Forgive a ſtranger's ignorance : I knew not 


The honours. of the place. 

Hem. Thou, Creon, didſt. 
Not Oedipus, were all his foes here lodg'd, 
Durſt violate the religion of theſe groves, 
To touch one ſingle hair: but muſt; unarm'd, 
Parle, as in a truce, or ſurlily avoid 
What moſt he long'd to kill. 

Cre. I drew not firſt; 
But in my own defence. 

Adr. I was provok'd 
Beyond man's patience ;. all reproach cou'd urge 
Was us'd to kindle one got apt to bear, 

Hem. Tis Oedipus, not I, muſt judge this act; 
Lord Creon, you and Diocles retire : 
Tireſias, and the brotherhood of prieſts, 
Approach the place: none at theſe rites aſſiſt, 
But yourth? accus'd, who by the mouth of Laius 
Muſt be ablolv'd or doom'd. 

Adr. I bear my fortune. 

Eur. And I provoke my trial, 

Hem. Tis at hand. 
For lee the prophet comes with vervain crowd, 
The prieſts with yeugh, a venerable band. 
We leave you to the gods. 


[ Ex. Hæmon with Creon and Diocles, 


Enter TIRES1TAs, led by Manto : The Prieſts follow ; all 


cloathed in long black habits. 


Tir. Approach, ye lovers; 
III-fated pair! whom, ſeeing not, I know: 
This day your kindly ſtars in heav'n were join'd: 
When lo, an envious planet interpos'd, 
And theeaten'd both with death: I fear, I fear! 
Eur. Is there no god ſo much a friend to love, 
Who can controul the malice of our fate? 


Are they all deaf? or bave the giants heav'n? 


Act In. 
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Tir. The gods are juſt. 
But how can finite meaſure infinite? 
Reaſon ! alas, it does not know itſelf! 


vet man, vain man, wou'd with this ſhort lin'd plummet, 


Fathom the vaſt abyſs of heav'nly juſtice, 
Whatever is, is in its cauſes juſt; 
Since all things are by fate. But purblind man 
Sees but a part o'th” chain; the neareſt links; 
His eyes not carrying-to that equal beam 
That poiſes all above. 
Eur. Then we mult die!” 
Tir. The danger's imminent this day. 
Adr. Why then there's one day leſs for human ills; 
And who wou'd moan himſelf for ſuffering that, 
Which in a day muſt pals? ſomething, or nothing 
] ſhall be what I was again, before | 
1 was Adraſtus ; 
Penarious Heav'n, can'ſt thou not add a night 
To our one day? give me a night with her, 
And PII give all the reſt. 
Tir, She broke her vow 
Firſt made to Creon. But the time calls on; 
And Laius? death muſt now be made more plain, 
How loth I am to have recourſe to rites 
So full of horror, that I once rejoice 
Jwant the uſe of ſight ————. 
I Pr. The ceremonies ſtay. 
| Tir, Chuſe the darkeſt part o'th' grove; 
Such as ghoſts at noon-day love : 
Dig a trench, and dig it nigh 
Where the bones of Laius ly: 
Altars rais'd of turf or ſtone, 
Will th' infernal pow'rs have none, 
Anſwer me if this be done ? 
All Pr. Tis done. 
Tir. Is the ſacrifice made fit? 
Draw her backward to the pit, 
Draw the barren heifer back. 
Barren let her be, and black. 
Cut the curled hair that grows 
Full betwixt her horns and brows ; 
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And turn your faces from the ſun: 
Anſwer me, if this be done? 
All Pr. Tis done. 
Tir. Pour in blood, and blood-like wine, 
To mother Earth and Proſerpine: 
Mingle milk into the ſtream; 
Feaſt the ghoſts that love the ſteam; 
Snatch a brand from funeral pile; 
Toſs it in to make em boil: 
And turn your faces from the ſun. 
Anſwer me, if all be done? 
AlI Pr. All is done. 
[Peal of thunder, and flaſhes of lightning : then 
groaning below the ſtage. 
Alan. O, what laments are thoſe ? 
Tir, The groans of ghoſts, that cleave the earth with 
pain, 
And heave it up; they pant and ſtick half way. 
[The ſtage wholly darker, 
Man. And now a ſudden darkneſs covers all, 
True genuine night: night added to the groves. 
The fogs are blown full in the face of Heav'n. 
Tir. Am I but half obeyed? infernal gods, 
Muſt you have muſic too? then tune your voices, 
And let 'em have ſuch ſounds as hell ne'er heard 
Since Orpheus brib'd the ſhades. 


Music firſt. Then ſing, 
1. Hear, ye ſullen pow'rs below : | 
Hear ye taſkers of the dead. 
2+ Tou that boiling cauldrons blow, 
You that ſcum the molten lead. 
3. Yeu that pinch with red-hot tongs; 
3» You that drive the trembling hoſts . 
Of poor, poor ghoſts, 
With your ſharpen'd prongs ; 
2. You that thruſt em off the brim ; 
3. You that plunge em when they ſwim ; 
1. Till they drown ; 
Till they go. 
On a row, 


Down, down, down 


Act Ill. 
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Ten thou ſand, thouſand, thouſand fathoms low, 
Chorus. Till they drown, &c. —_ 
1. Muſick for a while. 
Shall your cares beguile, 
IWondring how your pains were eas'd ; 
» And diſdaining to be pleas'd ; 
3. Till Ales free the dead 
From their eternal bands ; 
Till the ſnakes drop from her head, 
And whip from out ber hands. 
1. Come away, - 
Do net ſtay, 
But obey 
Maile we play, 
Fer belÞs brike up, and ghofts have holiday. 
Chorus, Come away, &Cc. 
[A flaſh of lightning: the tage 1 is made bright; and 
the ghoſts are ſeen paſſing betwixt the trees. 
1, Laius! 2. Laius! 3. Laius! 
1. Hear ! 2. Hear! 3. Hear! 
Tir, Hear and appear. 
the fates that ſpun thy thread ; 
cho. WWhich are three. 
Tir. By the faries fierce and dread ! 
Cho.. Which are three. 
Tir. By the judges of the dead! 
Cho. Which are three. 
Three times three! 
Tir. By hell's blue flame : 
By the Stygian lake: 
And by Demogorgon's name, 
At which ghoſts quake, 
Hear and appear. 

[The GnosT of Laius riſes arm'd in his chariot as 
he was ſlain; and behind lis chariot ſit the three 
who were murder'd with him. | 

Ghoſt of Laius. Why haſt thou drawn me from my 

pains below, 

ſuffer worſe above; to ſee the day, 

nd Thebes more hated? hell is heaven to Thebes, 
or pity ſend me back, where I may hide, b . 
willing night, this ignominious head: 255 
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In helLT ſhun the public ſcorn ;- and then 
They hunt me for their ſport, and hoot me as I fly; 
Behold ev'n now they grin at my gor'd ſide, 
And chatter at my wounds, 

Tir, I pity thee : | 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy death accurſt,. 
And I'll unbind the charm, 

Ghoſt. O ſpare my ſhame: 

Tir. Are theſe two innocent ? 

Ghoſt, Of my death they are. 


But he who holds my crown, Oh, Huſt I ſpeak ? — 
Was doom'd to do what nature moſt abhors : Th 
The gods foreſaw it, and forbade his being, a 

Before he yet was born, I broke their laws, * 
And clothed with fle ſh his pre- exiſting foul, , 
Some kinder pow'r, too weak for deſtiny, p 
Took pity, and indu'd his new-form'd maſs Thi 
With temperance, juſlice, prudence, fortitude, * 
And every kingly virtue: but in vain. Dar 
For Fate, that ſent him hood-wink'd to the world, Tir 
Perform'd its work by his miſtaken hands. Tel 
Aff thou who murder'd me? 'twas Oedipus : = 
Who ſtains my bed with inceſt ? Oedipus : 7 
For whom then are you curſt? but Oedipus: 0. 
He comes, the parricide, I eannot bear him : To 
Mz wounds ake at him: Oh his murderous breath 7. 
Venoms my airy ſubſtance! hence with him, 0, 
Baniſh him, ſweep him out: the plagues he bears "ey 
Will blaſt your fields, and mark his way with ruin. T; 


From Thebes, my throne, my bed, Jet him be driven; Wor 
Do you forbid him earth, and PI forbid him heav'n. ¶ Tho 


| [Ghoſt deſcend 05 
Euter OE Dip us, CREON, HR MON, Gc. Art: 


oed p. What's this! methought ſome peſtilentiul bla And 
Struck me juſt entering; and ſome unſeen hand Thot 
Struggled to puſh me backward! tell me why Ti, 
My bair ftands briſtling up, why my fleſh trembles ! It We 
You ſtare at me! then hell has been among ye, Tis 
And ſome lag fiend yet lingers in the grove, Falls 


Tir. What omen ſaw'ſt thou entering? Oe. 
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bedip. A young ſtork, 
That bore his aged parent on his back; 
Till, weary with the weight, he ſhook him off, 
And peck'd out both his eyes. 

Adr. Oh, Oedipus! 

Eur. Oh, wretched Oedipus! 

Tir. O, fatal king! 

Oedip. What mean theſe exclamations on my name? 
] thank the gods, no ſecret thoughts reproach me : 
No: I dare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward, 
And ſhake my ſoul quite empty in your ſight. 
Then wonder not thit I can bear unmov'd 
Theſe fix*d regards, and filent threats of eyes: 
A generous fierceneſs dwells with innocence ; 
and conſcious virtue is allow'd ſome pride. 

ir. Thou know'ſt not what thou ſapy'ſt. 

Oedip. What mutters he! tell me, Eurydice : 
Thou Jhakſt : thy ſouls a woman. Speak, Adraſtus ; 
And boldly, as thou met'ſt my arms in fight ; 
Dar'ſt thou not ſpeak ? why then, 'tis bad indeed, 
Tireſias, thee I ſummon by thy prieſthood, 
Tell me what news from hell; where Laius points, 
And who's the guilty head ? 

Tir. Let me not anſwer. 

Oedip. Be dumb then, and betray thy native ſoil 
To farther plagues. 

Tir, I dare not name him to thee. 

Oedip. Dar'ſt thou converſe with hell, and canit thou 
An human name? [fear 

Tir, Urge me no more to tell a thing, which known, 
Would make thee more unhappy : *twill be found, 
Tho' I am ſilent. 

Oedip. Old and obſtinate! Then thou thyſelf 
Art author or accomplice of this murder, 
And ſhun'ſt the juſtice, which by public ban 
Thou haſt incurr'd. 

Tir. O, if the guilt were mine, 
it were not half fo great; know, wretched man, 
Tis only thou art guilty ; thy own curſe 
Falls heavy on thyſelf. 

Oedip. Speak this again: a 
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But ſpeak it to the winds when they are loudeſt, 
Or to the raging ſeas ; they'll hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. 
Tir. Then hear me, heav'n, 
For bluſhing thou halt ſeen it: hear me earth, 
Whole hollow womb could not contain this murder, 
But ſent it back to light: and thou hell, hear me, 
Whoſe own black ſeal has 'firm'd this horrid truth, 
- Oedipus murder'd Laius, | T 
Oedip Rot the tongue, 
And blaſted be the mouth that ſpoke that lie! | 
Thou blind of ſight, but thou more blind of foul ! 
Tir. Thy parents thought not fo, 
Oedip. Who were my parents? | 


Tir. Thou ſhalt know too foon. 80 
Oedip. Why ſeek I truth from thee ? ho 
The ſmiles of courtiers, and the harlot's tears, 
The tradeſman's oaths, and mourning of an heir, Ex 
Are truths to what prieſts tell. | No 
O, why has prieſthood privilege to lie, In 


And yet to be believ'd !l——Fhy age protects thee——.. W To 
Tir. Thou canſt not kill me; 'tis not in thy fate, 

As t was to kill thy father; wed thy mother; 

And beget ſons, thy brothers. 


Oedip. Riddles! riddles ! F 

Tir. Thou art thyſelf a riddle; a perplex'd Mu 

Obſcure znigma, which when thou unty'(t, My 

Thou ſhalt be found and loſt. Sta 

| Oedip. Impoſſible! To 
| Adraſtus, ſpeak, and as thou art a king, Th 
| Whoſe royal word is facred, clear my fame. My 
| Adr. Wou'd I cou'd! An 
ODedip. Ha, wilt thou not? Can that plebeian vice It c 

Of lying mount to kings? can they-be tainted ? But 

Then truth is Joſt on earth. b Anc 


Cre. The cheat's too groſs, 
Adraſtus is his oracle, and he, 


The pious juggler, but Adraſtus? organ. 7 
Oedip. Tis plain, the prieſt's ſuborn'd to free the 0 
pris'ner. No 


Cre. And turn the guilt on you. N 
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Oedi p. O, honeſt Creon, how haſt thou been bely'd! 
Eur. Hear me. 
Cre. Shes brib'd to fave her lover's life. 
Adr. If, Oedipus, thou think'ſt—— 
Cre. Hear him not ſpeak. 
Adr. Then hear theſe holy men. 
Cre. Prieſts, prieſts, all brib'd, all prieſts. 
Oedip. Adraſtus, I have foimd thee : 
The malice of a vanquiſh'd man hath ſeiz'd thee. 
Adr. If envy and not truth 
Oedip. IN hear no more: away with him, 
[Hzmon zakes him off by force: Creon and Eury- 
dice follow. 
To Tir. ] Why ftand'ſt thou here, impoſtor ! 
go old, and yet fo wicked——Lie for gain ; 
And gain ſo ſhort as age can promile thee ! 
Tir. So ſhort a time as I have yet to live 
Exceeds thy pointed hour. Remember Laius: 
No more; if &er we meet again, 'twill be 
In mutual darkneſs; we ſhall feel before us 
To reach each other's hand: remember Lains. 


[ Exit Tireſias: Prieſts follor, 


OEDIPUS ſolus, 


Remember Lains ! that's the burden ſtill: 
Murder and inceſt? but to hear 'em nan d 
My ſoul Ntarts in me: the good centinel 
Stands to his weapons; takes the firſt alarm 
To guard me from ſuch crimes—Did 1 kill Lains ? 
Then I walk'd ſleeping, in ſome frightful dream; 
My ſoul then ftole my body out by night ; 
And brought me back to bed ere morning-wake. 
It cannot be ev'n this remoteſt way, 
But ſome dark hint would juſtle forward now, 
And goad my memory. Oh my Jocalla ! 


Enter JFocasTA. 
Foc, Why are you thus diſturb'd? 
be Oedip. Why, would'ſt thou think it? 
No leſs than murder, 
\'; ol E 
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Foc. Murder! what of murder? 
Oedip. Is murder then no more? add parricide, 
And inceſt ; bear not theſe a 3 found ? 
Foc. Alas ! 
Oedip. How poor a pity is alas 
For two ſuch crimes !—— Was Laius us'd to lie? 
Fc. Oh no: the moſt ſincere, plain, honeſt man — 
One who abhor'd a lie. 
Oedip. Then he has got that quality in hell. 
He charges me——but why accuſe I him ? 
J did not hear him ſpeak it: they accuſe me; 
The Prieſt, Adraſtus and Eurydice, 
Of murdering Laius.— Tell me, while I think ont, 
Has old Tireſias practis'd long this trade? 
Joc. What trade? 
Oedip. Why, this foretelling trade. 
Foc, For many years. 
Oedip. Has he before this day.accus'd me? 
Joc. Never, 


Oedip. Have you ere this inquir*d, who did this murder) 


Foc. Often; but (till in vain. 

Qedip. I am ſatisfy'd. 
Then is an infant-lie ; but one day old. 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieſt ; 
The blood of Laius was to murder Laius : 
I'm not of Larus' blood, 

oc. Ev'n oracles 

Are always doubtful, and are often forg'd : 
Laius had one, which never was fulfilPd, 
Nor ever can be now ! 

Oedip. And what foretold ät? 

Foc. That he ſhould have a fon by me, ſoredoom'd 
The murderer of his father: true indeed, 
A ſon was barn ; hut, to prevent that crime, 
The wretched infant of a guilty fate, 
Bor'd through his untry'd feet, and bound with cords, 
On a bleak mountain naked was expos'd : 
The King lAmſelf Iiv'd many, many years, | 
And found a different fate; by robbers murder'd, 
Where three ways met. Yet theſe are oracles, 
And this the faith we owe em. 
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Oedip. Say'ſt thou, woman? | x 
By Heav'n thou haſt awaken'd ſomewhat in me, 
That ſhakes my very ſoul ! 
Foc. What new diſturbance ! 
Oedip. Methought thou ſaid'ſt- (or do I dream thou 
ſaid'ſt it !) 
This murder was on Laius' perſon dene, 
Where three ways met? 
Foc. So common Fame reports. 
Oedip. Wou'd it had lied! 
Foc. Why, good my Lord? 
Oedip. No queſtions, 
'Tis buſy time with me ; diſpatch mine firſt; 
Say where, where was it done ! 
Foc. Mean you the murder ? 
0:4ip. Could'ſt thou not anſwer without naming murder > 
Foc. They ſay in Phocide ; on the verge that parts it 
From Dalia, and from Delphos. 
Oedip. So! —- How long? when happen'd this? 
Foc. Some little time before you came to Thebes. 
Oedip. What will the gods do with me! 
Foc.. What means that thought ? 
Oedip. Something: but 'tis not yet your turn to aſk, 
How old was Laius, what his ſhape, his ſtature, 
His action, and his mein? quick, quick, your anſwer 
Foc. Big made hs was, and tall; his port was fierce, 
Erect his countenance : manly majeſty 
Sate in his frant, and darted from his eyes, 
Commanding all he view'd :, his hair juſt grizled, 
As in a green old age: bate but his years, 
You are his picture. 
Oedip. aſide.] Pray Heav'n he drew me not —Am 
his picture? 
Foc. So J have often told you. 
Vedip. True, you have; | 
Add that unto the reſt: how was the King 
Attended when the travell'd ? 
Jos. By four ſervants : 
He went out privately, 
Oedip. Well counted till : 
E 2 


32 OE DIP Us. Atm 


One 'ſcap'd I hear: what ſince became of him ? 
Foc. When he beheld you firſt, as King in Thebes, 
He kneePd, and trembling begg'd I would diſmiſs him; 


He had my leave, and now he lives retir'd. Wy 
Oedip. This man muſt be produc'd ; he muſt, Jocaſta. 80 
Foc. He ſhall——yet have I leave to aſk you why ? Ane 
OCedip. Yes, you ſhall know: for where ſhould ! 7 

repoſe Ane 

The anguiſh of my foul, but in your breaſt ! To 

I need not tell you. Corinth claims my birth; Or | 

My parents, Polybus and Merope, If v 

Two royal names; their only child am J. And 

It happen'd once, *twas at a bridal feaſt, Imp 


One warm with wine, told me I was a foundling, My 
Not the King's ſon ; I, ſtung with this reproach, 
Struck bim; my father heard of it: the man 
Was made aſk pardon ; and the buſineſs huſlid. 
Foc. 'Tis ſomewhat odd; 
Oedip. And ſtrangely it perplex'd me. 
I ftole away to Delphos, and implor'd 
The god to tell my certain parentage. 


Te bade me ſeek no farther ;——'Twas my fate CO 
To kill my father, and pollute his bed, = 
By marrying her who bore me. | Whe 

Foc. Vain, vain oracles! Whe 
Oedip. But yet they frighted me ; A pl 

J look'd on Corinth as a place accurs'd, And 
Reſolv'd my deſtiny ſhould wait in vain; Cr. 
And never catch me there. This 

Jod. Too nice a fear. Has 


Oedip. Suſpend your thoughts; and flatter not too focn, INT. 
Juſt in the place you nam'd, where three ways met, Ie f. 


And near that time, five perſons I encounter'd ; He ft 
One was too like, (Heav'n grant it prove not him!) An a; 
Whom you deſcribe for Laius: inſolent He cl 
And fierce they were, as men who liv'd on ſpoil, Sweat 
I judg'd 'em robbers, and by force repelPd Are j. 
The force they us'd : in ſhort, four men I ſlew: lppec 
The fifth upon his knees demanding life, To de 
My mercy gave it. Bring me comfort now: Py, 


If I flew Laius, what can be more wretched 


| And I ſhall live again 
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From Thebes and you my curſe has baniſh'd me; 
From Corinth Fate. 
Joc. Perplex not thus your mind ; 
My huſband fell by multitudes oppreſs'd, 
8o Phorbas ſaid : this band you chanc'd to meet; 
And murder'd not my Laius, but reveng'd him. 
Oedip. There's all my hope: let Phorbas tell me this, 


To you,, good gods, I make wy Jaſt appeal ; 
Or clear my virtue, or my crime reveal : 


| If wandering in the maze of Fate I run, 


And backward trod the paths I fought to ſhun, 
Impute my errors to vour own decree 
My hands-are guilty, but my heart js free. [Ex. amis, 


r NE I. 
Enter PYRACMON and CREON. 


PYRACMON.. 
COME buſineſs of import that triumph wears 
J You ſeem to go with; nor is it hard to guels 
When you are pleas'd, by a malicious joy, 
Whoſe red and fiery beams caſt through your viſage 
A glowing pleaſure. Sure you ſmile revenge, 
And I could gladly hear, 
Cre. Wouldſt thou believe! 
This giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Tireſias 
Ras thunder-ftruck with heavy accuſation, 
Tho conſcious of no inward guilt, yet fears; 
He fears Jocaſta, fears himſelf, his ſhadow z 
He fears the multitude ; and, which is worth 
An age of laughter, out of all mankind 
He chuſes me to be his orator : 
Sears that Adraſtus, and the lean-look'd prophet, 
are joint conſpirators ; and wiſh'd me to 
ippeale the raving Thebans ; which I ſwore 
To do. 
Pyr. A dangerous undertaking 3 
E 3 
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One *ſcap'd I hear: what ſince became of bim? 

Foc. When he beheld you firſt, as King in Thebes, 
He kneePd, and trembling begg'd I would diſmiſs him: 
He had my leave, and now he lives retir'd. 

Oedip. This man muſt be produc'd ; he muſt, Jocaſta. 

Foc. He ſhall-—yet have I leave to aſk you why? 

OCedip. Yes, you ſhall know: for where ſhould 1 

repoſe 
The anguiſh of my foul, but in your breaſt ! 
I need not tell you. Corinth claims my birth; 
My parents, Polybus and Merope, 
Two royal names; their only child am J. 
It happen'd once, was at a bridal feaſt, 
One warm with wine, told me I was a foundling, 
Not the King's ſon ; I, ſtung with this reproach, 
Struck him ; my father heard of it : the man 
Was made aſk pardon ; and the buſineſs huſlid. 
Foc. Tis ſomewhat odd; 
Oedip. And ſtrangely it perplex'd me. 
I ſtole away to Delphos, and implor'd 
The god to tell my certain parentage. 
He bade me ſeek no farther:— ' Twas my fate 
To k;ll my father, and pollute his bed,. 
By marrying her who bore me. 
Foc. Vain, vain oracles! 
Oedip. But yet they frighted me; 
J Jook'd on Corinth as a place accurs'd, 
Reſolv'd my deſtiny ſhould wait in vain 
And never catch me there, 
Zoc. Too nice a fear. 


Oedip. Suſpend your thoughts; and flatter not too {oon, 


Tuſt in the place you nam'd, where three ways met, 
And near that time, five perſons I encounter'd ; 

One was too like, (Heav'n grant it prove not him!) 
Whom you deſcribe for Laius: inſolent 

And fierce they were, as men who liv'd on ſpoil, 

I judg'd 'em robbers, and by force repelPd 

The force they us'd : in ſhort, four men I flew : 
The fifth upon his knees demanding life, 

My mercy gave it,—Bring me comfort now: 

If I flew Lains, what can be more wretched 
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From Thebes and you my curſe has baniſh'd me; 
F;om Corinth Fate. 

Foc. Perplex not thus your mind; 
My huſband fell by multitudes oppreſs'd, 
80 Phorbas ſaid : this band you chanc'd to meet; 
And murder'd not my Laius, but reveng'd him. 

Oedip. There's all my hope: let Phorbas tell me this, 
And I ſhall live again 
To you,, good gods, I make wy Jaſt appeal ; 

Or clear my virtue, or my crime reveal : 

If wandering in the maze of Fate I run, 

And backward trod the paths I fought to ſhun, 

Impute my errors to your own decree ; 

My hands-are guilty, but my heart js free. [Ex. ame. 


AGES r 
Enter PYRACMON and CREON, 


PYRACMON.- 


COME buſineſs of import that triumph wears 
kJ} You ſeem to go with; nor is it hard to guels 14 
When you are pleas'd, by a malicious joy, 
Whole red and fiery beams caſt through your vilage 
A glowing pleaſure. Sure you ſmile revenge, 
And I could gladly hear, 
Cre, Wouldſt thou believe! 
This giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Tireſias 
Has thunder-ftruck with heary accuſation, 4 
Tho? conſcious of no inward guilt, yet fears; 
He fears Jocaſta, fears himſelf, his ſhadow z 
He fears the wultitude ; and, which is worth 
An age of laughter, out of all mankind 
He chuſes me to be his orator : 
Sears that Adraſtus, and the lean-1look'd prophet, 
Are joint conſpirators ; and wiſh'd me to 
Appeale the raving Thebans ; which 1 fore 
To do. 
Pyr. A dangerous undertaking z 
E 3 
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Directly oppoſite to your own intereſt. 

Cre. No, dull Pyracmon; when I left his preſence, 
With all the wings with which Revenge could imp 
My flight, I gain'd the midſt o' th' city; 

There, ſtanding on-a pile of dead and dying, 

J to the mad and ficklv multitude, 

With interrupting ſobs, cry'd out, O Thebes, 
O wretched Thebes, thy King, thy Oedipus, 
This barbarous ſtranger, this uſurper, monſter, 
Is by the oracle, the wiſe Tireſias, 

Proclaim'd the murderer of thy royal Laius: 
Jocaſta too, no longer now my ſiſter, 

Is found complotter in the horrid deed. 

Here I renounce all tyes of blood and nature, 
For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding Thebes, 
And there I wept, and the rabble howPd, 
And roar'd, and with. a thouſand antick mouths 
Gabbled revenge, revenge was all the cry. 

Pyr. This cannot fail: I ſee you on the throne ; 
And Oedipus caſt out. | 

Cre. Then ſtraight came on 
Alcander, with a. wild and bellowing croud, 
Whom he had wrought; I whilper'd him to join, 
And head the forces while the heat was in 'em. 
So to the palace I return'd, to meet 
The king, and greet him with another ſtory, 

Fut fee, he enters, 


Enter OEDIPUS and JOCASTA, azrded, 


Oedip. Said you that Phorbas is return?d, and yet. 
Intreats he may return without being aſk'd 
Of ought concerning what we have diſcover'd ? 
Foc, He ſtarted when I told him your intent, 
Replying, what he knew of that affair 
Would give no ſatisfaction to the king 
Then, falling on his knees, begg'd, as for life, 
To be diſmiſs'd from court: he trembled too, 
As if convulſive death had ſeiz'd upon him, 
And ſtammer'd in his abrupt pray'r ſo wildly; 
That had he been the murderer of Laius, 0 
Quilt and diſtraction could not have {ſhook him mors, 
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; 

| 
Oedip, By your deſcription, ſure as plagues and death j 
Lay waſte our Thebes, ſome deed that ſhuns the light | 
Begot thoſe fears; if thou reſpect'ſt my peace, 
Secure him, dear Jocaſta ; for my genius 1 
Shrinks at his name. | | þ 

Joc. Rather let him go: | 
So my poor boding heart would have it be, {1 
Without a reaſon. 

Oedip. Hark ! the Thebans come 
Therefore retire: and once more, if thou lov'ſt me, 5 
Let Phorbas be retain'd. 1 

Joc. You ſhall, while I 1 
Have life, be ſtill obey'd : [4 
In vain you ſoothe me with your ſoft indearments,. | 
And ſet the faireſt countenance to view; 4 
Your gloomy eyes, my Lord, betray a deadneſs 1 
And inward languiſhing: that oracle | | 
Fats like a ſubtile worm its venom'd way, 

Preys on your heart, and rots the noble core, 
Howe'er the beauteous outſide ſhews ſo lovely. 

Oedip. O, thou wilt kill me with thy love's exceſs ! 
All, all is well; retire, the Thebans come. [Ex. Joc, 

Ghoſt. Oedipus ! 

0edip. Ha again that ſcream of woe! 

Thrice have I heard, thrice fince the morning dawn'd 
It hallow'd loud, as if my guardian ſpirit 

Call'd from ſome vaulted manſon, Oedipus ! 

Or is it but the work of melancholy ; 

When the ſun ſets, ſhadows, that ſhew'd at noon | 
But ſmall, appear molt long and terrible ; | 1 
So when we think fate hovers o'er our heads, | 
Our appre henſions ſhoot beyond all bounds, 

Owls, ravens, crickets, ſeem the watch of death, 
Nature's worſt vermin ſcare her god-like ſons. 
Fchoes, the very leavings of a voice, 

Grow babbling ghoſts, and call us to our graves; 
Fach mole-hilt thought ſwells to a huge Olympus, 
While we, fantaſtic dreamers, heave and puff, 
And ſweat with an imagination's weight ; 


& if, like Atlas, with theſe mortal ſhoulders ! 
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We could ſuſtain the burden of the world, 
[Creon comes forward; 
Cre. O, ſacred fir, my royal Lord. 
Oedip. What now? | 
Thou ſeem'ſt affrighted at ſome dreadful action, 
Thy breath comes ſhort, thy darted eyes are fixt 
On me for aid, as i thou wert purſu'd: 
J ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak thy wonder; 
Fear not; this palace is a ſanctuary, 
The King himſelf's thy guard. 
Cre. For me, alas, 


Act IV. 


My life's not worth a thought, when weigh'd with yourst 


But fly, my Lord; fly as your life is ſacred, 

Your fate is precious to your faithful Creon, 

Who therefore, on his knees, thus proſtrate begs 

You would remove from Thebes that vows your ruin, 

When I but offer'd at your innocence, 

They gather'd ſtones, and menac'd me with death, 

And drove me through the ſtreets, with imprecations 

Againſt your ſacred perſon, and thoſe traitors 

Which juſtify'd your guilt + which curs'd Tireſias 

*Fold, as from heav'n, was cauſe of their deſtruction, 
Oedip. Riſe, worthy Creon, haſte and take our guard; 

Rank 'em in equal part upon the ſquare, 

Then open every gate of this our palace, 

And let the torrent in. Hark, it comes. 

I hear 'em roar ; begone, and break down all 

The dams that would oppoſe their furious paſſage. 

[Ex. Creon with guard:, 


Enter ADRASTUS, is ſword drawn, 


Adr. Your city 
Ts all in arms, all bent to your deſtrudtion; 
J heard but now, where I was cloſe confin'd, 
A thund'ring ſhout, which made my jailors vaniſh, 
Cry, fire the palace; where's the cruel King? 
Yet, by th' infernal gods, thoſe awful pow'rs 
That have accus'd you, which theſe ears have heard, 
And theſe eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you gulltleſs; 
For, ſince I knew the royal Oedipus, 


I have obſery'd in all his acts ſuch truth 
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and godlike clearneſs, that to the laſt guſh 
Of blood and ſpirits, PU defend his life, 
and here ha ve ſworn to-periſh by his ſide. 

Oedip. Be witnels, gods, how near this touches me. 

[ Embracing him. 

0 what, what recompence can glory make? 

Adr. Defend your innocence, {peak like yourſelf, 
and awe the rebels with your dauntleſs virtue. 
But hark! the ſtorm comes nearer, | 1 

0:4ip, Let it come. | 
The force of majeſty is never known 
Fut in a general wrack : then, then is ſeen | 
The difference 'twixt a threthold and a throne. 


Later CREON, PYRACMON, ALCANDER, TIRESIAS, | 
THEBANS. | 


Alc. Where, where's this cruel King? Thebans, behold, 
There ſtands your plague, the ruin, deſolation 
Of this unhappy ſpeak; ſhall I kill him? 
Or ſhall he be caſt out to baniſhment ? 
Ai Theb. To baniſhment, away with him. 
0:dip. Hence, you barbarians, to your ſlaviſh diſtance, 
E 10 the earth aur fordid looks; for he 
Who ſtirs, dares more than madmen, fiends, or furies. 
Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well 
May brave the majeſty of thundering Jove. 
Did I for this relieve you when beſieg'd 
By this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your walls, 
And to the very brink of fate reduc'd ? 
When lean-jaw'd famine made more havock of you, 
Than. does the plagae ? but I rejoice I know you, 
Nno the baſe ſtuff that temper'd your vile ſouls ; 
The gods be prais'd, I needed not your empire, 
Born to a greater, nobler, of my own; 
Nor ſhall the ſcepter of the earth now win me 
To rule ſuch brutes, fo barbarous a people. 
Adr. Methinks, my Lord, I fee a ſad repentance, 
A general conſternation ſpread among 'em. 
Cedip. My reign is at an end; yet ere I finin - | 
N do a juſtice that becomes a monarch ; rare BE 1 
4 monarch, who, th” midſt of ſwords and javelins, 
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Dares act as on his throne eneompaſs'd round 
With nations for his guard. Alcander, you 
Are nobly born, therefore ſhall loſe your head: 
| [Seizzs Jin. 

Here, Hzmon, take him ; but for this, and this, 
Let cords diſpatch em. Hence, away with em. 

Tyr. O ſacred Prince, pardon diſtracted Thebes, 
Pardon her, if the acts by heav'n's award; 
If that th? infernal ſpirits have declar'd 
The depth of fate, and if our oracles 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal, 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain, 
If thou art guilty, heavin will make it known: 
If innocent, then let Tereſias die. 

Oedip. I take thee at thy word: run, haſte, and ſave 
T [year the prophet or the king ſhall die. [Alcander; 
Be witneſs, all you Thebans, of my oath ; 
And Phorbas be the umpire, 

Tir, I ſubmit. 

Oedip. What mean thoſe trumpets ? 


Act Ix. 


[Trumpets ſound, 


Enter HEMON with ALCANDER, Cc. 


Hem. From your native country, 
Creat Sir, the fam'd Eoeon is arriv'd, 
That renown'd favourne of the king your father : 
He comes as an ambaſſador from Corinth, 
And ſues for audience. 

Qedip. Haite, Hæmon, fly, and tell him that I burn 
T* embrace him. 

Hem. The Queen, my Lord, at preſent holds him 
In private conference ; but behold her here. 


Enter JOCASTA, EURIDICE, Cc. 


Foc. Hail, happy Oedipus, happieſt of kings! 
Henceforth be bleit, bleſt as thou canſt deſire, 
Sleep without fears the. blackeſt nights away; 

Let furies haunt thy palace, thou ſhalt fleep 
Secure, thy ſlumbers {hall be ſoft and gentle 
As infants dreams. 

Gedip. What does the ſoul of all my joys intend} 

And whither would this rapture ? 
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Joc. O, I could rave, 

pull down thoſe lying fanes, and burn that vault, 

From whence reſounded thoſe falſe oracles, 

That robb'd my love of reſt. If we mult pray, 

Rear in the ſtreets bright altars to the gods, 

Let virgins hands adorn the ſacrifice; 

and not a-greybeard forging prieſt come near, 

To pry into the bowels of the victim, 

And with his dotage mad the gaping world. 

But ſee, the oracle that J will truſt, 

True as the gods, and affable as men. 


Enter EGEON. MKneel;. 


0:dip. O, to my arms, welcome, my dear Xgeon ; 
Ten thouſand welcomes, O. my foſterfather, 
Welcome as mercy to a man condemn'd ! 
Welcome to me, 
As, zo a ſinking mariner, 
The lucky plank that bears him to the ſhore! 
hut ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty joy 
Is this thou bring'ſt, which ſo tranſports Jocaſta ? 
Joc. Peace, peace, .X.geon, let Jocaſta tell him 
0 that I could for ever charm, as now, 
My deareſt Oedipus ; thy royal father, 
Polybus, king of Corinth, is no more, 
O:dip. Ha | can it be? Fgeon, anſwer me, 
And ſpeak in ſhort what my Jocaſta's tranſport 
May over-do. | 
Axe. Since in few words, my royal Lord, you af 
To know the truth; King Polybus is dead. 
Dedip. O all you powers, is't poſſible? what, dead! 
But that the tempeſt of my joy may ariſe 
By juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the ſtars : 
Say, how, how dy'd he? ha! by ſword, by fire, 
Or water? by aſſaſſinates, or poiſon ? ſpeak : 
Or did he languiſh under ſome diſeaſe ? 
ge. Of no diſtemper, of no blaſt he dy'd, 
But fell like autumn-fruit that mellow'd long: 
Ern wonder'd at, becauſe he dropt no ſoaner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore years; 
let freſhly ran he on ten winters more: i 
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Till, like a clock worn out with eating time, 
The wheels of weary life at laſt ſtood ſtill. 
Oedip. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful arms, 
And ſmother thy old age in my embraces. 
Yes, Thebans, yes, Jocaſta, yes, Adraſtus, 
 -Old Polybus, the king my father's dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled in the mid(t of Thebes; 
T ti? midſt of tumult, wars, and peſtilence, 
I will rejoice for Polybus his death. 
Know, be it known to the limits of the world; 
Yet farther, let it paſs yon dazling roof, 
The manſion of the gods, and ſtrike 'em deaf 
With everlaſting peals of thund'ring joy. 
Tir. Fate! Nature! Fortune! what is all this world“ 
Oedip. Now, dotard; now, thou blind old wizard 
_ _ prophet, 
Where are your boding chofts, your altars now; 
Your birds of knowledge, that in duſky air, 
Chatter futurity ? and where are now 
Your oracles, that calPd me parricide ? 
Is he not dead? deep laid in's monument? 
And was not I in Thebes when Fate attack'd him 
Avaunt, begone, you viſors of the gods! 
Were I as other ſons, now I ſhould weep ; 
But, as I am, I've reaſon to rejoice : 
And will, tho? his cold ſhade ſhould riſe and blaſt me. 
O, for this death, let waters break their bounds, 
Rocks, valleys, hills, with ſplitting Io's ring : 
Io, Jocaſta, To Pzan ſing. 
Tir. Who would not now-conclude a happy end! 
But all Fate's turns are ſwift and unexpected. 
Ege. Your royal mother Merope, as if 
She had no ſoul ſince you forſook the land, 
Waves all the neighb'ring princes that adore her. 
Oedip. Waves all the princes ! poor heart ! for what! 
O ſpeak. 
Ege. She, tho? in full-blown flow'r of glorious beauty, 
Grows cold, ev'n in the ſummer of her age: 
And, for vour ſake, has fworn to die unmarry'd. 
Oedip. How! for my ſake, die, and not marry ! 0, 
Kly Kt returns. 
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Age. This diamond, with a thouſand kiſſes bleſt, 
With thouſand ſighs and wiſhes for your ſafety, 

'the charg'd me give you, with the general homage 
Of our Corinthian lords. 

Oedip. There's magic in it, take it from my ſight; 

There's not a beam it darts, but carries hell, 

Hot flaſhing Juſt, and necromantic inceſt : 

Take it from theſe ſick eves, oh hide it from me. 
No, my Jocaſta, tho* Thebes caſt me out, 

While Merope's alive, I'll ne'er return! 

O, rather let me walk round the wide world 

A beggar, than accept a diadem 

On ſuch abhorr'd conditions, 

Foc. You make, my Lord, your own unhappineſs, 
(WW By theſe extravagant and needleſs fears. 

Oedip. Needleſs ! O, all you gods! By Heav'n Pd rather 
Embrue my arms up to the very ſhoulders 
In the dear entrails of the beſt of fathers, 

Than offer at the execrable act 
Of damn'd inceſt : therefore no more of her. 

Axe. And yhy, O ſacred Sir, if ſubjects mays 
Preſume to Jook into their monarch's breaſt, 

Why ſhould the chaſte and ſpotleſs Merope 
Infuſe ſuch thoughts as I muſt bluſh to name? 

Oedip. Becauſe the god of Delphos did fore warn me, 
With thundering oracles. 

Ege. May I entreat to know 'em? 

Oedip. Yes, my /Egeon ; but the ſad remembrance 
Quite blaſts my ſoul : fee then the ſwelling prieſt! 
Methinks I have his image now in view: 

He mounts the tripos, in a minute's ſpace 
His clouded head knocks at the temple roof, 
While from his mouth 
Thete difmal words are heard : 
„Fly, wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy father's blood 
to ſpill, 
1), © And with prepoſt'rous births thy mother's womb to fill,” 
ge. Is this the cauſe 
Why you refuſe the diadem of Corinth ? 
Gedip. The cauſe | why, is it not a monſtrous one? 
VO I. V. F | 
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Till, like a clock worn ont with eating time, 
The wheels of weary life at laſt ſtood till. 
Oedip. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful arms, 
And ſmother thy old age in my embraces. 
Yes, Thebans, yes, Jocaſta, yes, Adraſtus, 
Old Polybus, the king my father's dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled in the midſt of Thebes; 
T th? midſt of tumult, wars, and peſtilence, 
IV ill rgjoice for Polybus his death. 
Know, be it known to the limits of the world; 
Yet farther, let it paſs yon dazling roof, 
The manſion of the gods, and ſtrike 'em deaf 
With everlaſting peals of thund'ring joy. 
Tir. Fate! Nature! Fortune ! what is all this world“ 
Oedip. Now, dotard; now, thou blind old wizard 
prophet, 
Where are your boding ghoſts, your altars now; 
Your birds of knowledge, that in duſky air, 
Chatter futurity ? and where are now 
Your oracles, that calPd me parricide ? 
Is he not dead? deep laid in's monument? 
And was not I in Thebes when Fate attack'd him? 
Avaunt, begone, you viſors of the gods! 
Were I as other ſons, now I ſhould weep; 
But, as I am, I've reaſon to rejoice : 
And will, tho? his cold ſhade ſhould riſe and blaſt me, 
O, for this death, let waters break their bounds, 
Rocks, valleys, hills, with ſplitting Io's ring : 
Io, Jocaſta, To Pzan ſing. 
Tir. Who would not now conclude a happy end! 
But all Fate's turns are ſwift and unexpected. 
Ege. Your royal mother Merope, as if 
She had no ſoul ſince you forſook the land, 
Waves all the neighb'ring princes that adore her. 
Oedip. Waves all the e poor heart! for what! 
O ſpeak. 
Ege. She, tho? in full-blown flow'r of glorious beauty, 
Grows cold, ev'n in the ſummer of her age: 
And, for your og has fworn to die unmarry'd. 
Oedip. How! for my ſake, die, and not marry ! O, 
My Kt returns. 
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ge. This diamond, with a thouſand kiſſes bleſt, 

With thouſand ſighs and wiſhes for your ſafety, 

'She charg'd me give you, with the general homage 

Of our Corinthian lords. 

Oedip. There's magic in it, take it from my ſight; 

There's not a beam it darts, but carries hell, 

Hot flaſhing Juſt, and necromantic inceſt : 

Take it from theſe ſick eves, oh hide it from me. 
No, my Jocaſta, tho? Thebes caſt me out, 

While Merope's alive, I'll ne'er return! 

O, rather let me walk round the wide world 

A beggar, than accept a diadem 

On ſuch abhorr'd conditions, 

Foc. You make, my Lord, your own unhappineſs, 
By theſe extravagant and needleſs fears. 

Oedip. Needleſs ! O, all you gods! By Heav'n I'd rather 
Embrue my arms up to the very ſhoulders 
In the dear entrails of the beſt of fathers, 

Than offer at the execrable act 
Of damn'd inceſt : therefore no more of her. 

Axe. And why, O ſacred Sir, if ſubjects mays 
Preſume to Jook into their monarch's breaſt, 

Why ſhould the chaſte and ſpotleſs Merope 
infuſe ſuch thovghts as I muſt bluſh to name? 

Oedip. Becauſe the god of Delphos did fore warn me, 
With thundering oracles. 

Ege. May I entreat to know 'em? 

Oedip. Yes, my Egeon ; but the ſad remembrance 
Quite blaſts my ſoul : fee then the ſwelling prielt ! 
Methinks I have his image now in view: 

He mounts the tripos, in a minute's ſpace 

His clouded head knocks at the temple roof, 

While from his mouth 

Theſe difmal words are heard: | 

Fly, wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy father's blood 
to ſpill, 

And with prepoſt'rous births thy mother's womb to fill,” 

Age. Is this the cauſe 
Why you refuſe the diadem of Corinth ? 

Gedip. The cauſe | why, is it not a monſtrous one? 
VOI. V. F 
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ge. Great Sir, you may return; and tho? you ſhould 


"Enjoy the queen (which all the gods forbid }) 
The act would prove no inceſt. 

Oedip. How, Ægeon? 
Tho? I enjoy'd my mother, not inceſtuous ! 
Thou rawſt, and ſo do I; and all theſe catch 


My madneſs; look, they're dead with deep diſtraction; 


Not inceſt ! what, not inceſt with my mother? 
Age. My Lord, Queen Merope is not your mother, 
Oedip. Ha! did F hear thee right? not Merope 
My mother! 
ge. Nor was Polybus your father. 


Oedip. Then all my days and nights muſt now be ſpent 


In- curious ſearch to find out thoſe dark parents 
Who gave me to the world: ſpeak then, Egeon, 
By all the gods celeſtial and infernal, 
By all the ties of nature, blood and friendſhip, 
Conceal not from this rack'd deſpairing king 
A point or ſmalleſt grain of what thou know'ſt: 
Speak then, O anſwer to my doubts directly. 
It royal Polybus was not my father, 
Why was I calld his ſon ? 
Age. He, from my arms, 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt gift of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the riches 
That empire could beſtow in coſtly mantles 
Upon its infant heir. 
Oedip. But was I made the heir of Corinth's erown, 
Becauſe Rgeon's hands preſented me? 
ge. By my advice, 
Being paſt all hope of children, 
He took, embrac'd, and own'd you for his fon. 
Oedip. Perhaps I then am yours; -inftru& me, Sir: 
If it be fo, I'll kneel and weep before you, 
With all th' abedience of a penitent child, 
Imploring pardon, 
Kill me if you pleaſe, 
I will not writhe my body at the wound : 
But ſink upon your feet with a laſt ſigh, 
And aſk forgiveneſs with my dying hands. 
Ege. O rile, and call not to this aged cheek 
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The little blood which fliould keep warm my heart; 
You ars not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt 4 
With ſuch a godlike offspring. Sir, I found you 
Upon the mount Cithæron. 
Oedip. O ſpeak, go on, the air grows ſenſible 
Of the great things you utter, and is calm: 
The burry'd orbs, with ſtorms fo rack'd of late, 
Seem to ſtand (hill, as if that jove were talking: 
Cithæron! ſpeak, the valley of Cithæron! 
Age. Oft- times before I thither did reſort, 
Charm'd with the converſation of a man | 
Who Jed a rural life, and had command i 
O'er all the ſhepherds who-about Hoſe vales 
Tended their numerous flocks: in this man's arms i 
I ſaw you ſmiling at a fatal dagger, | 
Whoſe point. he often offer'd at your throat; 
But then you ſmil'd, and then he drew it back, 
Then lifted it again, you {miPd again: 
Till he at laſt in fury threw it from him, 
And cry'd aloud, The gods forbid thy death, 
Then I ruſh'd in, and after ſome diſcourſe, 
To me he did hequeath your innocent life; 
And J, the welcome care to Pelybus. 
Oedip. To whom belongs the maſter of the ſhepherds ? 
ge. His name I knew not, or I have forgot: 
That he was of the family of Laius, 
I well remember. 
edip. And is your. friend alive? for if he be, 
III buy his preſence, though it coſt my crown, 
Age. Your menial attendants beſt can tell 
Whether he lives, or not; and who has now 
His place. 
Foc. Winds, bear me to ſome barren iſland, 
Where print of human feet was never ſeen, 
O'ergrown with weeds. of ſuch a monſtrous height, - 
Their-baleful tops are waſh'd with. bellying clouds ; - 
Beneath whoſe venomous ſhade I may have vent 
For horrors that, would blaſt the barbarous world, 
Oedip. If there be any here that knows the perſon- 
Whom he deſcrib'd, I chers⸗ him on his life 5 
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To ſpeak; concealment ſhall be ſudden death: 
But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward 
Beyond Ambition's luſt. 
Tir. His name is Phorbas; 
Jocaſta knows him well: but if T may 
Adviſe, reſt where you are; and ſeek no farther. 
Dedip. Then all goes well, fiace Phorbas is fecur'd 
By my Jocaſta. Haſte, and bring him forth: 
My Love, my Queen, give orders. Ha! what mean 


Theſe tears, and groans, and ſtrugglings? ſpeak, my Fair, 


What are thy troubles ? 
Foc. Yours; and yours are mine : 
Let me conjure you take the Prophet's counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go. 
Oedip. Not for the world. 
By all the gods, I'll know my birth, tho? death 
Atte nds the ſearch : I have already paſt 
The middle of the ſtream ; and to return 
Seems greater labour, than to venture o'er : 
Therefore produce hiw, 
Foc. Once more, by the gods, 
I beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life, 
Mz Love, my All, my only utmoſt hope, 
beg you, baniſh Phorbas : O, the gods, 
I kneel, that you may grant this firſt requeſt, 
Deny me all things elſe ; but, for my ſake, 
And as you prize your own eternal quiet, 
Never let Phorbas come into your preſence. 
Oedip. You muſt be rais'd, and Phorbas {hall appear, 
Tho” his dread eyes were baſtliſks, Guards, haſte, 
Search the queen's lodgings : 


7oc. O, Oedipus, yet ſend 
And ſtop their entrance, ere it be too late : 
Unleſs you wiſh to fee Jocaſla rent 
With furies, lain outright with mere diſtraction, 
| Keep from your eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas. 
Forbear this ſearch, I'll think you more FRAN martal. 
Will you yet hear me? 
Oedip. Tempeſts will be heard, 
And wares will daſh, tho rocks their baſis keep, — 


find, and force him hither, 
 [Eneunt Guards, 
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But ſee, they enter. If thou truly lov'ſt me, 
Either forbear this ſubject, or retire. 


Euter Hx MON, Guards with PHORBAS. 


Jac. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear - 
A ſtory, that ſhall turn thee into ſtone. 
Could there be-hewn a monſtrous gap in Nature, 
A flaw made thro” the centre, by ſome god, 
Thro? which the groans of ghoſts may ſtrike thy ears, 
They would not wound thee as this ſtory will. 
Hark, hark! a hollow voice calls out aloud, 
Jocaſta: yes, I'Il to the royal bed, 
Where firſt the myſteries of our loves were ated, 
And double- dye it with imperial crimſon; 
Tear off this curling hair. 
Be gorg'd with fire, ſtab every vital part; 
And when at laſt Pm ſlain, to crown the horror, 
My poor tormented ghoſt ſhall cleave the ground, 
To try if hell can yet more deeply wound. 2 
Oedip. She's gone: and as the went, methought her eyes 
Grew larger, while a thouſand frantic ſpirits 
Sccthing, like riſing bubbles, on the brim, . 
Feep'd from the watry brink, and glow'd upon me, 
I]! (eek no more; but huſh my genius up 
That throws me on my fate, —-Impollible ! 
O wretched man! whole too too buly thoughts 
Ride ſvifter than the galloping heav'ns round, 
With an eternal burry of the foul : 
Nay, there's a time when ev'n the rolling year 
Seems to ſtand ſtill, dead calms are in the ocean, 
When not a breath diſturbs the drowly waves: 
But man, the. very montter of the world, 
I; ne'er at reſt, the ſoul for ever wakes. 
Come then, ſince deſtiny thus drives us on, 
Let's know the bottom. Hæmon, you I ſent: 
Where is that Phorbas ? 
Hem. Here, my royal Lord. 

Oedip. Speak firſt, Egeon, ſay, is this FM man ? 
Age. My Lord, it is; tho' Time has Pongery that faec 
With many furrows ſince I ſaw it firtt ; | | 
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Yet I'm too well acquainted with the ground, T 
Quite to forget it. 1 

Oedip. Peace; ſtand back a while. 7 
Come hither, friend; I hear thy name is Phorbas. 


Why doſt thou turn thy face? I charge thee anſwer M 

To what TI ſhall enquire ; wert thou not once * 

The ſervant to King Laius here in Thebes? D. 

Phor. I was, great Sir, his true and faithful ſervant, | 

Born and bred up in court, no foreign ſlave. hl 

Oedip. What office hadſt thou? what was thy employ. | 
ment? 

Phor. He made me lord of all his rural pleaſures; Fo 
For much he lov'd 'em: oft I entertain'd 
With ſporting ſwains, o'er whom I had command, Ac 

Oedip. Where was thy reſidence? to what part W Da 

oꝰ th* country 
Didſt thou moſt frequently reſort ? ( 

Phor. To mount Cithzron, and the pleaſant vallies W Bri 

Which all about ly ſhadowing its large feet. To 


Oedip. Come forth, Rgeon. Ha! why ſtartt thou, } 
Phorbas ? 

Forward, I fay, and face to face confront him; 
Look wiſtly on him, through him, if thou canſt, 
And tell me on thy life, ſay, doſt thou know him? 
Didſt thou e'er ſee him? e'er converſe with him 
Near mount Cithæron? | 

Plhor. Who, my Lord, this man? 

Oedip. This man, this old, this venerable man: 


Speak, didſt thou ever meet him there? Het 
Por. Where, ſacred Sir? But 
Oedip. Near mount Cithzron; anſwer to the purpoſe, W 7 

'Tis a king ſpeaks; and royal minutes are Ig. 

Of much more worth than thouſand vulgar years: C 

Didſt thou e'er fee this man near mount Citheron ? F 

Por. Moſt ſure, my Lord, I have ſeen lines like thoſe 0 


His viſage bears ; but know not where nor when. 
Age. Ist poſſible you ſhould forget your ancient friend! P 


There are, perhaps, Wo 
Particulars, which may excite your dead remembrance I dc 
Have you forgot I took an infant from you, 0 


Doom' d to be murder'd in that gloomy vale ? Fete 
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The ſwadling-bands were purple, wrought with gold. 
Have you forgot too how you wept, and begg'd 
That I ſhould breed him up, and aſk no more? 
Phor. Whate'er I begg'd, thou, like a dotard, ſpeak'-+ 
More than is requiſite ; and what ofthis ? 
Why is this mention'd now? and why, O why 
Doſt thou betray the ſecrets of thy. friend ? 
Age. Be not too raſh. That infant grew at laſt - 
A king: and here the happy monarch ſtands, 


Por. Ha! whither wouldſt thou! O what haſt thou 


utter'd! 


For what thou haſt ſaid, death ſtrike thee dumb for ever! - 


0edip. Forbear to curſe the innocent; and be 
Accurſt thyſelf, thou ſhifting traitor, villain, 
Damn'd hypocrite, equivocating ſlave. 
Plior. O Heav'ns! wherein, my Lord, have I offended ? 
Cedip. Why ſpeak you not according to my charge : . 
Bring forth the rack: ſince mildneſs cannot win oy | 
Torments ſhall force. 
Phor. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir ; 
You will not rack an innocent old man. 
Oedip. Speak then. 
Plor. Alas, what would you have me ſay? 
Hedip. Did this old man take from your arms an infant? 
Phor. He did: and, oh! I wiih to all the gods, 
horbas had periſh'd in that very moment. 


Oedip. Moment! thou ſhalt be hours, days, years - 


dying. 
Here, bind his hands; he dallies with my fury: 
But I ſhall find a way 
' Phor, My Lord, I ſaid 
I gave the infant to him. 
Oedipb. Was he thy own, or given thee by another? 
Phor. He was not mine, but given me by another, 
Oedip. Whence? and from whom? what city? of 
what houſe ? 
Phor, O, royal Sir, I bow me to the ground, 
Would I could fink below it : by the gods, 
I do conjure you to enquire no more. 
Oedip. Furies and hell! Hzmon, bring forth the rack, 
Fetch hither cords, and knives, and ſulphurous flames: 
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Ne ſhall be bound, and gaſſid, his ſkin flead off, 
And burnt alive. 

Por. O ſpare my age. 
- Gedip. Riſe then, and ſpeak.. 

Plhor. Dread Sir, I will. 

Oedips Who gave that infant to thee ? 

Phor. One of King Laius' family 

ordip. O, you immortal gods! But ſay, who way! 
Which of the family of Laius gave it ? 

A ſervant, or one of the royal blood? 

Phor. O wretched ſtate! I die, unleſs I ſpeak ; 
And if I ſpeak, moſt certain death attends ne | 

Oedip. Thou ſhalt not die. Speak then, who was it! ſpeat, 
While I have ſenſe to underſtand the horror ; 

For I grow cold. 
Phor. The Queen Jocaſta told me. 
It: was her ſon by Laius. 
. Oedip. O you gods I- But did ſhe give it thee ? 

Phor. My Lord, ſhe did. 

Oed. Wherefore? for what? — O break not yet my heart 
Tho! my eyes burſt, no matter; wilt thou tell me, 
Or mult I aſk for ever? for what end, 

Why gave ſhe thee her child? 

Phor, To murder it. 

Oedi p. O more than ſavage ! murder her own bowel;! 
Without a cauſe ! ; 

Phor. There was a dreadful one, 

Which had foretold, that moit unhappy. ſon 
Should kill-his father, and enjoy his mother, 

Oedip. But one thing more. | 
Jocaſta told me thou wert by the chariot 
When the old King was ilain-: ſpeak, I conjure thee, 
For 1 ſhall never ak thee ought again, 

What was the number of th' aſſaſſinates? 

Phor. The dreadful deed was acted but by one; 

And ſure that one had much of your reſemblance. 


Oedip. Tis well! I thank you, gods ! *tis wondrous well! 


Daggers, and poiſon | O there is no need 

For my diſpatch : and you, you mercileſs pew?rs, . 
Hoard-up your thunder. ſtones; keep, keep your bolts 
For crimes of little note. [Fats 
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4ir. Help, Hzmon, help, and bow him penely forward; | 
Chafe, chafe his temples : how the mighty ſpirits, 
Half (trangled with the damp his ſorrows rais'd, 
struggle for vent ! but ſee, he breathes again, 
and vigorous nature breaks through oppoſition, 
How fares my royal friend ? 

0:dip. The worſe for you. 
95 barbarous men, and oh the hated light! 
Why did you force me back to curſe the day; 
To curſe my friends; to blaſt with this dark breath 
The yet untainted earth and circling air ? 
To raiſe new plagues, and call new vengeance down, 
Why did you tempt the gods, and dare to touch me ? 
Methinks there's not a hand that graſps this hell, 
But hould run up like flax all blazing fire. 
stand from this ſpot, I wiſh you as my friends, 
And come not near me, leſt the gaping earth 
Swallow you too Lo, I. am gone already. 


[ Draws, and claps his ſword to his breaſt, which. 


Adrattus ſtrikes away with his foot. 

Adr. You thall no more be truſted with your life: 
Creon, Alcander, Hæmon, help to hold him. 

Oedip. Cruel Aſtraſtus! wilt thou, Hzmon, too? 
dre theſe the obligations of my friends? 
O worſe than worſt of my moſt barbarous foes ! 
Dear, dear Adraſtus, look with half an eye 
On my unheard of woes, and judge thylelf, 
If it be fit that ſuch a wretch ſhould live! 
O, by theſe melting eyes, unus'd to weep, 
With all the low ſubmiſlions of a ſlave, 
| do conjure thee give my horrors way. 
Talk not of life, for that wilt make me rave : 
As well thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur'd wretch, 
all mangled o'er from head to foot with wounds, 
and his bones broke, to wait a better day. 

Adr. My Lord, you aſk me things impollible ; 
and I with juſtice ſhould be thought your fee, 
To leave you in this tempeſt of your foul, 

Tir, Tho? banifld Thebes, in Corinth you may reign, 
Ti! infernal pow'rs themſelves exact no more: 
Calm then your rage, and once more ſeek the gods, 
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- Oedip, I'll have no more to do with gods nor men! 
Hence, from my arms, avaunt. Enjoy my mother! 
What, violate, with beſtial appetite, 

The ſacred veils that wrapt thee yet unborn ! 

This is not to be borne! Hence; off, I lay; 

For they who let my vengeance, make themſelvea 
Accomplices in my moſt horrid guilt. 

Adr. Let it be ſo; we'll fence Heav'n's fury from you, 

And ſuffer all together: this, perhaps, 

When ruin comes, may help to break your fall, 

Oedip. O that, as oft I have at Athens ſeen 

The ſtage ariſe and the big clouds deſcend ; 

So: now in very deed I might behold 

The pond'rous earth, and all yon' marble roof 
Meet, like the hands of Jove, and cruſh mankind! 
For all the elements, and all the pow'rs 

Celeſtial, nay, terreſtrial, and infernal, 

Conſpire the rack of out-caſt Oedipus, 

Fell darkneſs then, and everlaſting night 

Shadow the globe; may the ſun never dawn, 

The (ver moon be blotted from her orb; 

And for an univerſal rout of nature 

Through all the inmoſt chambers of the ſky, . 

May there not be a glimpſe, one ſtary ſpark, 

But gods meet gods, and juſtle in the dark ; 

That jars may riſe and wrath divine be hurid, 
Which may to atoms ſhake the folid world. [Exe 
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Enter CREON, ALCANDER, and PYRACMON\, 


"CREON. 
6 5 HEBE 8 is at length my own; and all my wishes 
Which ſure were great as royalty e'er form'd, 

Fortune and my auſpicious ſtars have crown'd. 
O diadem, thou center of ambition, 
Where all its different lines are reconcil'd, 
As if thou wert the burning-glaſs of glory ! 

Pyr. Might I be counſellor, I would entreat you 
To cool a little, Sir; 15 17 90 


Find out Euty dice; 
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And, with the reſolution of a man | | 
Mark'd out for greatneſs, give the fatal choice 
of death or marriage. 

Alc, Survey curs'd Oedipus, 
As one who tho? unfortunate, belov'd, 
Thought innocent, and therefore much lamented 
By all the Thebans : you muſt mark him dead: 
Since nothing but his death, not baniſhment, 
Can give aſſurance to your doubtful-reign. 

Cre, Well have you done, to ſnatch me from the ſtorm 
Of racking traniport, where the little (ſtreams 
Of love, revenge, and all the under paſſions, 
As waters are by ſucking whiripools drawn, 
Were quite devour'd in the vaſt gulph of empire; 
Therefore, Pyracmon, as you boldly urg'd, 
Eurydice ſhall die, or be my bride. 
Alcander, ſummon to their maſters aid 
My menial ſervants, and all thoſe whom change 
Or ſtate, and hope of the new monarch's favour, 
Can win to take our part; away, What now? [ Ex. Alc, 


Enter Hx MON. 


When Hæmon weeps, without the help of ghoſts 
I may foretell there is a fatal cauſe. 

Hem. Is't poſſible you ſhould be ignorant 
Of what has happen'd to the deſperate King ? 

Cre. I know no more, but that he was conducted 
Into his cloſet, where I ſaw him fling 
His trembling body on the royal bed ; 
All left him there, at his deſire, alone: 
But ſure no ill, unleſs he dy'd with grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his ſword away. 

Hem. I did; and having lock'd the door, I ſtood ;. 
And through a chink I found, not only heard 
But ſaw him, when he thought no eye beheld him: 
At firſt, deep ſighs heav'd from his woeful heart 
Murmurs and groans that ſhook the outward rooms, 
And art thou (till alive, oh Wretch ! he cry'd: 
Then groan'd again, as if his forrowful ſoul 
Had erack'd the ſtrings of life, and burſt away. 

Gre, I weep to hear; how then ſhould I have priev'd, 
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Had I beheld this wondrous heap of ſorrow ! 


But, to the fatal period. 
Hem. Thrice he ſtruck, 


With all his force, his hollow proaning breaſt, 
And thus, with outcries, to himſelf complain'd : G 
But thou can'ſt weep then, and thou think'ſt'tis well, p 
Theſe bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt ſorrow, 

Which children vent for toys, and women rain 

For any trifle their fond hearts are ſet on; 

Yet theſe thou think'ſt are ample ſatisfaction V 

For bloodieſt murder, and for burning laſt : T 

No, parricide ; if thou muſt weep, weep blond; V 

Weep eyes, inſtead of tears: O, by the nods, | 

Tis greatly thought, he cry'd, and fits my woes, T 

Which ſaid, he {mid revengefully, and leapt 0 

| Upon the floor; thence gazing at the ſkies, N 
His eyeballs fired red, and glowing vengeance; 1 

Gods, I accuſe you not, tho? I no more Be 

Will view your heav'n, till with more durable glaſs, 

The miglity ſouls immortal perſpectives. Pl 

I find your dazling beings : take, he cry'd, Fl 

Take, eyes, your laſt, your fatal farewell- view; R. 

Then with a groan, that ſeem'd the call of death, Vi 

With horrid force lifting his impious hands, At 

He ſnatch'd, he tore, from forth their bloody orbs, 

The balls of ſight, and da{l'd 'em on the ground, 
Cre. A maſlter-piece of horror, new and dreadfu}! An 
Hem. I ran to ſuccour him; but, oh! too late; De 

For he had pluck'd the remnant ſtrings away. Th 

What then remains, but that I find Tirefi as, oy 


Who, with his wiſdom, may allay thoſe furies 
That haunt his gloomy ſoul? [ Ex, 
Cre. Heav'n will reward 


Thy care, moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hzmon ! 8 

| But ſee, Alcander enters, well attended. "i 
Enter ALCANDER) attended. But 

I ſee thou haſt been diligent. Or 

Alc. Nothing theſe, * 

For number, to the crowds what ſoon will follow, 1. 


Be reſolute, 
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and call your utmoſt fury to revenge. 

Cre. Ha! thou haſt given 
Th! alarm to cruelty; and never may x 
Theſe eyes be clos'd, till they behold Adraſtus 
stretch'd at the feet of falſe Eurydice. 
gut ſee, they're here! retire a while, and mark. 


Enter ADRASTUS, and EURYDICE attended. 


Adr. Alas, Eurydice, what fond raſh man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitious fool, 
That ſhall hereafter read the fate of Oedipus, 
Will dare, with his frail hand, to graſp a ſceptre ? 
Eur. 'Tis true, a crown ſeems dreadful, and I will: 
That you and I, more lowly plac'd, might paſs 
Our ſofter hours in humble cells away : 
Not but I love you to that infinite height, 
I could (O wondrous proof of fierceſt love) 
Be greatly wretched in a court with you. 
: Adr. Take then this moſt lov'd innocence away : 
; Fly from tumultuous Thebes, from blood and murder, 
Fly from the author of all villainies, 
Rapes, death, and treaſon ; from-that fury Creon : | 
Vouchſafe that I, o'er-joy'd, may bear you hence, 
And at your feet preſent the crown of Argos. | 
{ Creon and Attendants come up to him, 
Cre. I have o'er- heard thy black deſign, Adraſtus. 
1! And therefore, as a traitor to this ſtate, 
Death ought to be thy lot: let it ſuffice 
That Thebes ſurveys thee as a prince; abule not 
Her proffer'd mercy, but retire betimes, 
Leſt ſhe repent, and haſten on thy doom. 
Pt Adr. Think not, moſt abject, 
©" MW Moſt abhor'd of men, 
Adraſtus will vouchſafe to anſwer thee ; 
Thebans, to you I juſtify my love: 
have addreſs d my prayer to this fair princeſs; 
But, if I ever meant a violence, 
Or thought to raviſh, as that traitor did, 
What humbleſt adoration could not win; 


brand me, you gods, blot me with foul diſhonour, 
Vor. V. 
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And let men curſe me by the name of Creon J 
Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the wrath \ 
Of her whom Fate ordam'd to be your Queen; |; 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your lives, 
To take the part of that rebellious traitor, 
By the decree of royal Oedipus, - 
By Queen Jocaſta's order, by what's more, } 
My own dear vows of everlaſting love, 4 
I here reſign to Prince- Adraſtus? arms Y 
All that the world can make me miſtreſs of, F 
Cre. O perjur'd woman ! 5 
Draw all! and when I give the word, fall on. 0 
Traitor, refign the Princefs, or this moment L 
Expect, with all thoſe moſt unfortunate wretches, 
Upon this ſpot ſtraight to be hewn in pieces, 
Adr. No, villain, no; 
With twice thoſe odds of men, T 
I doubt not in this cauſe to vanquiſh thee, * 
Captain, remember to your care I give v 
My love; ten thouſand thouſand times more dey T 
Than life or liberty. A 
Cre, Fall on, Alcander. 
Pyracmon, you and I muſt wheel about H 
For nobler game, the Princeſs. 0 
Adr. Ah, traitor, doſt thou ſhun me ? Fi 
Follow, follow, Fa 
My brave companions ; ſee che cowards fy. Bu 
[Exeunt fighting : Creow's party beaten off by Ad; N 
Enter OEDIPUS. du 
Oedip. O, tis too little this, thy loſs of ſight, | 
What has it done? I ſhall be gaz'd at now Ti 
The more; be pointed at, There goes the mouſter ! 
Nor have I hid my horrors from myſelf ; He 
For tho? corporeal light be loſt for ever, or 
The bright reflecting ſoul, through glaring optics, 
Preſents in larger ſize her black ideas, ; or 
Doubling the bloody proſpect of my crimes : My 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her act again, * 


With wife and mother; tortures, hell, and furies! 
Ha! now the baleful offspring's brought to light ! 
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In horrid form they rank themſelves before me; 
What ſhall J call this medley of creation? 

Here one, with all th? obedience of a ſon, 
Borrowing Jocaſta's look, kneels at my feet, 

And calls me father ; there a ſturdy boy, 
Reſembling Laius juſt as when 1 kilbd him, 

Bears up, and with his cold hand graſping mine, 
Cries out, how: fares my brother Oedipus ? 

What, ſons and brothers! fiſters and daughters too! 
Fly all, begone, fly from my whirling brain; 
Hence, inceſt, murder hence, you ghaſtly figures! 
0 gods! gods! atifwer ; is there any mean! 

Let me go mad, or ale; , 


Enter JOCASTA. 


Foc. Where, where is this moſt wretched of mankind, 
This ſtately image of imperial ſorrow, 

Whoſe ſtory told, whoſe very name but mention'qd, 
Would cool the rage of fevers, and unlock 

The hand of luſt from the pale virgin's hair, 

And throw the raviſher before her feet ? 

Oedip. By all my fears, I think Jocaſta's voice! 
Hence! fly! begone! O thou far worſe than worſt 
Of damning charmers! O abhor'd, loath'd creature! 
Fly, by the gods, or by the ficuds, I charge thee, 

Far as the eaſt, weſt, north, or ſouth of heav'n; 
But think not thou ſhalt ever enter there: 

The golden gates are barr'd with adamant, 
Gainſt thee, and me; and the eeleſtial guards, 
St] as we riſe, will daſh our ſpirits down. 

Joc. O wretched pair! O greatly wretched we! 
Two worlds of woe ! 

Oedip. Art thou not gone then? ha! 

How dar'ſt thou ſtand the fury of the gods? 
Or com'ſt thou in the grave to reap new pleaſure: ? 

Joc. Talk on, till thou mak'ſt mad my rolling brain! 
Groen ſtill more death; and may thoſe diſmal ſources 
Still bubble on, and pour forth blood and tears. 
Methinks, at ſuch a meeting, heav'n ſtands ſtill ; 

The ſea nor ebbs, nor flows: this mole-hill earth 
G 2. 
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Is heav'n no more: the buſy emmits ceaſe: Al 
Yet hear me on — W 

Oe dip. Speak then, and blaſt my ſoul. W. 

Joc. O my lov'd Lord, tho? I re ſolve a ruin To 
To match my crimes; by all my miſeries 
'Tis horror, worſe than thouſand thouſand deaths, f 
To ſend me hence without a kind farewell. He 


Oc dip. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me! ſtay thee, O Jocaſla. 
Speak ſomething ere thou goeſt for ever from me. 

Foc. 'Tis woman's weakneſs, that I would be pity'a, . 
Pardon me then, O greateſt, th# moſt wretched, All 
Of all thy kind : my ſoul is on the brink, 
And ſees the boiling furnace juſt beneath: 


Do not thou puſh me off, and I will go, Ti 
With ſuch a willingneſs, as if that heav'n In 
Wich all us glory glow'd for my reception. Py 
Oedip. O, in my heart, I feel the pangs of nature; At 
It works with kindneſs o' er: give, give me way; Tt 
i feel a melting here, a tenderneſs, Re 
Too mighty for the anger of the gods! Ar 
Direct me to thy knees: yet oh forbear, Ar 
Left the dead embers ſhould revive. | 
Stand off — and at juſt diſtance NC 
Let me groan my horrors—— here Ea 
Orr the earth, here blos my utmolt gale; H. 
Here ſob my ſorrows, till I burſt with ſighing : 
Here gaſp and languiſh out my wounded foul. Tl 
Joc. In ſpight of all thoſe crimes the cruel gods Tl 
Can charge me with, I know wy innocence ; Te 
Know yours ; 'tis Fate alone that makes us wretched, © . 
For you are-ſtill my huſband. | 0! 
Oedip. Swear I am, Tl 
And I'll believe thee ; ſteal into thy arms, PI 
Renew endearments, think 'em no pollutions, Gl 
But chaſte as ſpirits joys : gently I'll come, Ti 


Thus weeping blind, like dewy night, upon thee, 
And fold thee ſoftly in my arms to ſlumber. 
[The Ghoſt of Laius aſcends by degrees, Pointi! 
at Jocafta, 
Zoe, Begone, my Lord! Alas, what are we doing! 
tly from wy arms! Whirlwinds, ſeas, continents, 
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and worlds, divide us! O thrice happy thou, 
Who haſt no uſe of eyes! for here's a ſight 
Would turn the melting face of Mercy's ſelf 
To a wild fury. | 
0edip. Ha! what ſeeſt thou there? 
Joc. The ſpirit of my huſband! O the gods! 
How wan he looks ? 
Ns Oedip. Thou rav'ſt; thy huſband's here. 
Joc. There, there he mounis 
„n circling fire among the bluthing clouds! 
ad ſee be waves Jocaſta from the world! 
Ghoſt, Jocaſta, Oedipus. [Vaniſh with thunder, 
Oedip. What would'ſt thou have? 
Thou know'ſt I cannot come to thee, detain'd 
n darkneſs here, and kept from means of death. 
I've heard a ſpirit's force is wonderful; 
„ Wt whoſe approach, when ſtarting from his dungeon, 
The earth doth ſhake, and the old ocean groan, 
Rocks are remov'd, and tow'rs are thunder'd down: 
And walls of braſs, and gates of adamant 
Are paſſable as air, and fleet like wind. 
Joc. Was that a raven's croak, or my ſon's voice? 
No matter which; I'll to the grave and hide me: 
Earth open, or PI} tear thy bowels up. | 
Hark ! he goes on, and blabs the deeds of inceſt. 
Gedip. Strike then, imperial Ghoſt ; daſh all at once 
This houſe of clay into a thouſand pieces: 
That my poor ling'ring ſoul may take her flight 
To your immortal dwellings. 
ied, MW Joc. Haſte thee then, 
or hall be before thee. See; thou canſt not ſee ; 
Then I will tell thee that my wings are on: 
PI mount, I'll fly, and with a port divine 
Glide all along the gaudy milky ſoil, 
To find my Laius out : aſk every god 
In his bright palace, if he knows my Laius, 
My murder'd Laius ! 
ati 0:dip. Ha! how's this, Jocaſta ? 
Nay, if thy brain be ſick, then thou art happy. 
ng? Joc. Ha! will you not? ſhall I not find him out? 
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Will you not ſhow him? are my tears deſpis'd? 
Why, then PII thunder, yes, I will be mad, 
Aud fright you with my cries: yes, cruel gods, 
Tho? vultures, eagles, dragons tear my heart, 
PII ſnatch celeſtial flames, fire all your dwellings, 
Melt down your golden roofs, and make your doors 
Of cryſtal fly from off their diamond hinges ; 
Drive you all out from your ambroſial hivee, 
To {warm like bees about the field of heav'n :: 
This will I do, unleſs you ſhew me Laius, 
My dear, my murder'd Lord. O Laius! Laius! Laius! 
[ Exit Jocaſta. 
Oedip. Excellent grief! why, this is as it ſhou'd be! 
No mourning can be ſunable to crimes 
Like ours, but what death makes, or madneſs forms. 
I could have wiſh'd, methought, for fight again, 
To mark the gallantry of her diſtraction: 
Her blazing eyes darting the wand'ring ſtars, 
T” have ſeen her mouth the heav'ns, and mate the gods; 
While with her thund'ring voice ſhe menae'd high, 
And every accent twang'd with fmarting ſorrow, 
But what's all this to thee ! thou, coward, yet 
Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the road 
To the great palace of magnificent Death; 
Tho? thouſand ways lead to his thouſand doors, 
Which day and night are ſtill unbarr'd for all. 
[Cloaſhing ef ſwords + drums and trumpets witheut, 
Hark ! 'tis the noiſe of claſhing ſwords ! the ſound 
Comes near: O, that a battle would come o'er me! 
If I but graſp a ſword, or wreſt a dagger, 
I'll make a ruin with the firſt that falls. 


Enter HEMON, with Guards. 


Hem. Seize him, and bear him to the Weſtern Tow”; 
Pardon me, facred Sir; I am inform'd | 
That Creon has deſigns upon your life :. 

Forgive me then, if, to preſerve you from him, 
J order your confinement. 

Oedip. Slaves, unhand me. 

I think thou baſt a ſword : 'twas the wrong ſide, 
Yet, cruel Hæmon, think not I will live; 


8. 


. 
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He that could tear his eyes out, ſure can find 
Some deſperate way to ſtifle this curs'd breath: 
Or if I ſtarve! but that's a ling'ring fate; 
Or if I leave my brains upon the wall ! 
The airy foul can eaſily o%erſhoot 
Thoſe bounds with which thou flriv'ſt to pale her in: 
Yes, I will periſh in deſpight of thee ; 
And, by the rage that ſtirs me, if I meet thee 
In th' other world, I'll curſe thee for this uſage. ¶ Exit. 
Hem. Tireſias, after him; and with your counſel 
Adviſe him humbly ; charm, if poffible, 
Theſe feuds within ; while I without extinguiſh, 
Or periſh in th' attempt, the furious Creon ; 
That brand which ſets our city in a flame. 
Tir. Heav'n proſper your intent, and give a period 
To all our plagues ! what old Tireſias can, 
Shall ſtraight be done, Lead, Manto, to the tow'r. 
f Exeunt Tir. and Mant, 
Hem, Follow me all, and help to part this fray, 
[Trumpets again. 
Or fall together in the bloody broil. [Exit, 


Enter CREON with EURYDICE, PYRACMON, and his 
party, giviag ground to ADRASTUS. 


Cre. Hold, hold, your arms, Adraſtus Prince of Argos, 
Hear, and behold; Eurydice is my priſoner. 
Adr. What would'ſt thou, hell-hound ? 
Cre. See this brandiflyd dagger: 
Forego th' advantage which thy arms have won, 
Or, by the blood which trembles through the heart 
Of her whom more than life I know thou lov'ſt, 
Il bury, to the haft, in her fair breaſt, 
This inſtrument of my revenge. 
Adr. Stay thee, damn'd wretch : hold, ſtop thy bloody 
hand. 
Cre. Give order then, that on this inſtant, now, 
This moment, all thy ſoldiers ſtraight diſband, 
Adr. Away, my friends, ſince Fate has fo allotted ; 
Begone, and leave me to the villain's mercy. | 
Eur. Ah, my Adraſtus ! call em, call em back! |, 
dand there; come back, O cruel barbarous men! 


Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, your King, 
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After ſo: bravely having fought his cauſe, 

To periſh by the hand of this baſe villain ? 

Why rather ruſh you not at once together 

All to his ruin? drag him through the ſtreets, 

Hang his contagious quarters on the gates; 

Nor let my death affright you. 
Cre. Die firſt thyſelf then. 
Adr. O, I charge thee hold. 

Hence from my preſence all: he's not my friend 

That diſobeys.— See, art thou not appeas'd? [ Exe. Atreny, 

Or is there ought elſe yet remains to do, 

That can atone thee ? flaok thy thirſt of blood 

With mine: but ſave, O ſave that innocent wretch. 
Cre. Forego thy ſword, and yield thyſelf my priſoner, 
Eur. Yet while there's any dawn of hope to ſave 


Thy precious life, my dear Adraſtus, 


Whate'er thou doſt, deliver not thy ſword ; 
With that thou may'f get off, tho' odds oppoſe thee ; 
For me, O fear not ; no, he dares not touch me ; 
His horrid love will ſpare me. Keep thy ſword; 
Leſt I be raviſh'g after thou art ſlain. 
Adr. Inſtruct me, gods, what ſhall Adraſtus do? 
Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead: my ſoldiers 
With numbers will o'erpow'r thee ? Is't thy wiſh 
Eurydice ſhould fall before thee ? 
Adr. Traitor, no: 
Better that thou, and I, and all mankind, 
Should be no more. 
Cre. Then caſt thy ſword away, 
And yield thee to my mercy, or I ſtrike, 
Adr. Hold thy rais'd arm; give me a moment's pauſe 
My father, when ke bleſs'd me; gave me this; 
«6 My ſon, (faid he), let this be thy laſt refuge; 
« If thou forego'ſt it, miſery attends thee :” 
Yet Love now charms it from me ; which in all 
The hazards of my life I never Joſt. 
'Tis thine, my faithful ſword ; my only truſt; 
Tho? my heart tells me that the gift is fatal. 
Cri. Fatal! yes, fooliſh love-lick Rey it Rell: 


Thuy arrogance, thy ſcorn, - 
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My wound's remembrance, | 
Turn all at once the fatal point upon thee, 
Pyracmon, to the palace, diſpatch 
The King: hang Hæmon up, for he is loyal, 
And will oppoſe me. Come, Sir, are you ready ? 
Adr. Yes, villain, for whatever thon canſt dare. 
Eur, Hold, Creon, or thro? me, thro! me you wound, 
Adr. Off, Madam, or we periſh both; behold 
I'm not unarm'd, my poniard's in my hand ; 
Therefore away. 
Eur, I'll guard your life with mine: 
Cre. Die both then, there is now no time for dallying, 
[Kills Eury. 
Eur. Ah, Prince, farewell ; farewell, my dear Adra- 
ſtus. [ Dies. 
Adr. Unheard- of monſter! eldeſt born of hell! 
Down to thy primitive flame. [Srabs Creon, 
Cre. Help, ſoldiers, help: 
Revenge me. 
Adr. More! yet more! a thouſand wounds! 
PII ſtab thee ſtill, thus, to the gaping furies. 
[Adraſtus falls, killed by the ſoldiers, 


Enter H&MON, Guards, with ALCANDER and PyRAc- 
MON bound tlie aſſaſſins are driven off. 


0 Hæmon, I am ſlain : nor need I name 

Th' inhuman author of all villainies ; 

There he lyes gaſping. 
Cre, If I muſt plunge in flames, 

Burn firſt my arm ; baſe inſtrument, unfit 

To act the dictates of my daring mind: 

Burn, burn for ever, O weak ſubſtitute 

Of that, the god, Ambition. f Dies. 
Adr, She's gone : O deadly markſman, in the heart! 

Yet, in the pangs of death, the graſps.my hand: 

Her lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak 

Her laſt farewell. O, Oedipus, thy fall 

Is great; and nobly doſt thou go attended! 

They talk of heroes, and celeſtial beauties, 

And wondrous pleaſures in the other world ; 

Let me but find her there, I aſk no more, [ Diss, 
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Enter a CAPTAIN fo HEKMON : with TIKESsIAs agg 
Fry ManTO. 
Capt. O, Sir, the Queen Jocaſta, ſwift and wild, 
As a robb'd tygreſs bounding o'er the woods, 
Has ated murders that amaze-mankind : 


In twiſted gold I ſaw her daughters hang 


On the bed-royal, and her little ſons 

Stabb'd through the breaſts upon the bloody pillows. 
Hem. Relentleſs Heav'ns! is then the fate of Laius 

Never to be aton'd ! How ſacred ought 

Kings? lives be held, when but the death of one 

Demands an empire's blood for expiation ! 

But ſee ! the furious mad Jocaſta's here, 

[Scene draws, and diſcovers JocASHA held by her uo- 
men, and ſtabb'd in many places of her boſom, her 
hair diſhevelled, her children ſlain upon the bed. 

Was ever yet a ſight of ſo much eng 
And pity brought to view? 
Foc, Ah, cruel women! 
Will you not let me take my laſt farewell 
Of thoſe dear babes? © let me run, and ſeal 
My melting ſoul upon their bubbling wounds ! 
I'll print upon their coral mouths ſuch kiſſes, 
As ſhall recall their wand'ring ſpirits home. 
Let me go, let me go, or I will tear you piece-meal! 
Help, Hzmon, help! | 
Help, Oedipus ! help, gods! Jocaſta dies! 


Enter OE DipUus above. 


Oedip. I've found a window, and I thank the gods 
'Tis quite unbarr'd: ſure, by the diſtant noiſe, 
The height will fit my fatal purpoſe well. 
Foe. What, hoa, my Oedipus ! ſee, where he ſtands! 
His groping ghoſt is lodg'd upon a tow'r, 
Nor can it find the road! Mount, mount, my ſoul ; 
I'll wrap thy ſhivering ſpirit in lambent flames; ; and ſs 
we'll ſail. + 
But ſee! we're landed on the happy coaſt]; 
And all the golden ſtrands are cover'd o'er 


With gloripus gods, that come to try our cauſe. 


Jove, Jove! .whoſe majeſty now ſinks me down, 
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He who himſelf burns in unlawful fires, 
Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, tis done; 
'Tis fix'd by Fate, upon record divine: 
and Oedipus ſhall now be ever mine. [Dzes. 
Oed. Speak, Hæmon; what has Fate been doing there ? 
What dreadful deed has mad Jocaſta done ? 
Hem. The Queen herſelf, and all your wretched off. 
Are by her fury ſla in. . . (fpring, 
0edip. By all my woes, 
She has outdone me in revenge and murder; ; 
And I ſhould enyy her the ſad applauſe : 
But, oh ! my children! oh! what have they done ? 
This was not like the mercy of the Heav'ns, 
To ſet her madneſs on ſuch cruelty : 
This ſtirs me more than all my ſufferings, 
And with my laſt breath I muſt call you tyrants, 
Hem. What mean you, Sir? 
Oedip. Jocaſta ! lo, I come, 
0 Laius, Labdacus, and all you fpirits 
Of the Cadmean race, prepare to meet me, 
All weeping rang'd along the gloomy ſhore : 
Extend your arms t' embrace me; for I come. 
May all the gods too from their battlements 
Behold, and wonder at a mortal's daring ; 
And when I knock the goal of dreadful death, 
Stout and applaud me with a clap of thunder: 
Once more, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, I come 
Swift as a falling meteor ; lo, I fly, 
And thus go downwards, to the darker ſky. 
(Thunder, He lings himſelf from the window: the 
Thebans gather about his body. 
Hem. O Prophet, Oedipus is now no more! 
0 curs'd effect of the moſt deep delpair ! | 
Tir. Ceaſe your complaints, and bear his body hence; 
The dreadful fight will daunt the drooping Thebans, 
Whom Heav'n decrees to raiſe with peace and glory: 
Yet by theſe terrible examples warn'd, 
The ſacred fury thus alarms the world. 
Let none, tho? ne'er ſo virtuous, great, and high, 
be judg'd entirely bleſs'd before they die. 
z [ Exeunt omnss, 


E PIL O G U E. 


WW HAT Sophocles could undertate alone, 
Our Poets found a work for more than one; 
And therefore two lay tugging at the piece, 
With all their force, to draw the pond'rous maſs from Greece, 
A weight that bent ev'n Seneca's ſtrong muſe, 
And which Corneille's ſhoulders did refuſe. 
So hard it is th' Athenjan harp to ſtring ! 
So much two conſuls yield to one juſt king. 
Terror and Pity this whole poem ſway; 
The mightieſt machines that can mount a play. 
How heavy will thoſe vulgar ſouls ba found, 
Whom two ſuch engines cannot move from ground ! 
When Greece and Rome have ſmil'd upon this birth, 
You can but damn for one poor ſpot of earth; 


And when your children find your judgment ſuch, 


They'll ſcorn their fires, and wiſh themſelves born Dutch; 
Each haughty poet will infer with eaſe, 

How much his wit muſt underwrite to pleaſe. 

As ſome ſtrange churl would brandiſhing advance 
The monumental ſword that conguer'd France ; 
So you, by judging this, your judgment teach, 
Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 
Since then the vote of full two thouſand years 
Has crown'd this plot, and all the dead are theirs, 
Think it a debt you pay, not alms you give, 
And, in your own defence, let this play live. 
Think em not vain, when Sophocles is ſhown, 
To praiſe his worth they humbly doubt their own - 
Yet as weak ſtates each other's pow'r aſſure, 
Weak poet s by conjunction are ſecure. 

Their treat is what your palates reliſh moſ?, 
Charm! ſong! and ſhow! a murder and a ghoſt ! 
We know not what you can deſire or hope, 

To pleaſe you niore, but-burnivg of a pope. 


END OF OEDIPUS. 


